Qln  ilf morg  nf  Sartor  anJi  ilra.  ilfarr. 
mlja  for  fortg-on?  grara  pourfJi  out  ttjetr 
louf  attli  f «?rga  in  tJjr  mtrr  of  ttjp  arJyool, 
our  fear  ISook  ta  Jipbtratfb  aa  a  altgljt 
pxprf  aaton  of  our  gratitu&p. 

(iuf  mitlj  X\\t  gromtlj  of  X\\i  arlyool  tl|ei} 
gatJp  ttjemaf Ittf a  mitlj  rourag?  an&  fog  tl|at 
it  migljt  attain  atrtngtlj  anJi  Ijonor.  (Slaitg 
an&  patipntlg  tlifg  fxpf nlip&  tlytir  liufa  for 
ti|?  aakf  of  all  ttjat  maa  gooJi  anJi  lou^lg 
anJ»  trup  in  tl|f  liupa  of  atuJJputa.  5^o 
time  nor  rl|angf  ran  Jiffarf  %t  bfautg  of 
tl|al  aarrifire  anb  in  tl|f  Ijearta  of  all  uil|om 
tijfil  tourl|pJi  by  tljpir  puburing  fibplity  anJi 
in  augl|t  tl|at  Ijaa  rom^  to  fruition  aurl|  aa 
tl|pg  migljt  \\mt  uiial|?ii  tlj^ir  mfmori^a  art 
for  ftipr  %xtm. 
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M'R.  R.  C.  HAMILTON  Ms  been  associated 
with  the  College  for  thirty-five  years  as  a 
.  member  of  the  Board  of  Directors  and  as 
its  President  for  eight  years.  He  has  ever  been 
one  of  the  best  friends  and  staunchest  support- 
ers of  our  school.  May  he  long  be  spared  to  give 
us  7iM  friendly  counsel  and  service. 
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rOU  ask  for  a  message  to  the  students  of 
1923-24.  Of  myself  alone  I  have  no  mes- 
sage; hut  look  aho'ut  you  and  listen,  listen, 
LISTEN  to  the  calling  of  a  hundred  voices  to 
service  and  freedom.  It  is  for  you  to  interpret 
the  voioes  and  to  respond  freely  and  unreserved- 
ly— withholding  nothing.  Do  this,  and  grate- 
fidly  and  exultantly  shall  you  know  as  0.  L.  C. 
girls  of  Nineteen-Twenty-Four,  the  Blaster's 
meaning  of  life  in  that  "ye  shall  know  the  truth 
and  the  truth  shall  make  you  free."  Seek,  this 
freedom  and-  seek  this  freedom  always,  and  you 
shall  joyously  and  truly  serve — and  LIVE. 


F.  L.  Farewell. 


IN  complying  with  the  request  of  the  Editor- 
for  a  message  for  the  Year  Book,  I  shall  give 
just  two  sentences  from  the  autobiography  of 
a  gf^eat  man  of  letters,  Joseph  Conrad,  and,  so 
give  weight  to  my  own  conviction  by  supporting 
it  with  his:  "Those  who  read  me  know  my  con- 
viction that  the  world,  the  temporal  world,  rests 
on  a  few  very  simple  ideas;  so  simple  that  they 
must  he  as  old  as  the  hills.  It  rests  notahly, 
am.ong  others,  on  the  idea  of  Fidelity." 

Annie  Allison  Maxwell. 


MEMBERS  OF  THE  FACULTY 

Top  Row— left  to  right— Miss  A.  Meath,  A.T.C.M.;  Miss  B.  Ingle;  Miss  M.  Everson, 

B.A.;  Miss  K.  Cordingly,  B.A. 
Centre — Miss  L.  Coburn,  B.A. 

Lower— Miss  W.  Scott,  A.T.C.M.;  Mr.  David  Dick  Slater;  Mr.  G.  D.  Atkinson;  Miss  D. 
Potter. 
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Top  Row — Miss  F.  Nutting;  Miss  M.  Ketcheson,  R.N.  Miss  C.  G.  Wallace,  Dietitian. 
Lower— Miss  E.  J.  Holland,  House  Mother;  Miss  E.  Bassett;  Miss  J.  Merchant,  A.T.C.M. 
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The  most  momentous  year  in  the  history  of  0.  L.  C  is  drawing  to  a  close. 
Fifty  years  ago,  in  eighteen  hundred  and  seventy-four,  the  Ontario  Ladies'  Col- 
lege was  founded  by  a  small  group  of  men  with  Mr.  Holden  as  the  first  President. 
The  building  then  consisted  of  only  Main  and  Ryerson  wings.  Since  then  the 
Frances  wing^  G-ymnasium,  Infirmary  and  a  new  kitchen,  have  been  built.  The 
school  can  now  accommodate  one  hundred  and  twenty-five  pupils  instead  of 
forty.  We  have  a  very  enterprising  board  and  consequently  the  buildings  and 
grounds  have  been  improving  all  the  time.  This  year  we  have  new  hardwood 
floors  in  Main  Hallway,  and  the  whole  school  has  been  rejuvenated  with  paint 
and  varnish.  The  old  girls  certainly  will  find  great  improvements  everywhere, 
and  we  can  safely  say  that  we  have  the  most  beautiful  school  in  the  Dominion. 

The  school  has  acquired  a  very  efficient  hose  brigade  this  year.  The  hose 
on  Frances  is  manned  by  Lower  Frances  and  Main  girls,  and  that  of  Ryerson 
hy  Main  and  Lower  Ryerson  girls.  They  have  had  several  practices  and  proved 
themselves  very  adept  at  handling  the  hose.  Who  dares  to  say  that  girls  are 
not  enterprising? 

The  school  year  of  1924  has  passed  and  the  time  that  we  have  so  longed  for 
is  here  at  last,  but  the  anticipation  was  greater  than  the  realization,  as  is  often 
the  case. 

Last  September  June  seemed  centuries  away — too  far  away  to  be  even  con- 
templated, and  so  we  fixed  our  minds  on  Thanksgiving,  then  CJliristmas.  Now 
Christmas  and  Easter  have  come  and  gone  and  June  is  here,  and  w^e  are  about 
to  leave  our  school,  some  of  us  forever.  No,  not  forever,  but  for  many  days. 
It  makes  our  hearts  ache  to  think  that  next  year  our  places  will  be  filled  by  oth- 
ers. Others  will  take  the  walks  we  used  to  take  and  play  the  games  we  loved 
to  play.  Now  we  would  give  everything  we  possess  to  have  those  happy  days 
back  again.  In  another  few  weeks  our  class-mates  will  be  scattered  all  over  the 
country  and  we  will  never  be  together  again ;  but  although  Ave  feel  so  sad  at 
parting  there  is  one  bright  spot,  and  it  is  the  fact  that  we  know  that  we  will 
always  be  welcomed  back  for  week-ends  and  made  to  feel  perfectly  at  home. 
So  we  leave  our  0.  L.  C.  in  the  hands  of  the  Seniors  of  1925  and  wish  them 
the  "best  o'  luck." 

We  regret  that  owing  to  illness  the  following  girls  have  not  been  able  to 
complete  their  year,  viz. : — Marjorie  Kisbey,  Yvette  Malo,  Rhoda  and  Emma 
Frid,  Marion  Steele  and  Bessie  Duggan,  and  we  hope  that  they  will  retui-n 
to  us  next  year.  We  are  glad  to  Avelcome  Kay  Hare  back  again,  and  the  Yox 
Staff  is  especially  delighted,  inasmuch  as  she  is  one  of  our  most  active  repre- 
sentatives. 
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THIRTEEN  FORMER  STUDENTS  OF  THE  OPENING  YEAR,  1874-75,  PRESENT 

AT  THE  GOLDEN  JUBILEE. 


YEAR  BOOK  EDITORIAL  STAFF,  1924 
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TRAFALGAR  CASTLE,  whose  shadow  has  fallen  benignly  upon  the  history 
of  our  school  since  its  most  dim  beginnings,  possesses  a  personality  of 
its  own.  To  those  who  have  been  privileged  to  spend  within  its  friendly 
walls  a  few  of  the  happiest  years  of  their  girlhood  it  pervades  every  memory 
of  that  time.  It  is  not  merely  the  place  where  they  went  to  school, — it  is  their 
school.  That  personality  however  is  not  merely  academic.  It  reaches  back  to 
some  of  the  most  splendid  things  in  Canadian  history.  It  is  the  symbol  of  the 
conquest  of  a  savage  country  by  gracious  and  noble  civilization.  Its  builder 
left  an  indelible  stamp  upon  it  of  his  own  life  and  character  and  any  history 
however  incomplete,  which  concerns  itself  with  its  work,  must  of  necessity 
begin  with  his  career. 

When  from  the  comfortable  security  of  our  own  lives  in  the  Ontario  of 
to-day  we  look  back  a  century  to  those  of  our  forefathers,  the  spectacle  appears 
to  be  one  of  unremitting  rigour,  hardship  and  toil;  yet  in  those  days  Romance 
was  a  constant  visitor  in  Upper  Canada  as  the  lives  of  many  of  its  citizens 
can  testify. 

Nelson  Gilbert  Reynolds,  Esq.,  was  born  in  Kingston  in  the  year  1814  in 
the  midst  of  the  war  then  raging  between  the  United  States  and  Canada. 
Before  he  attained  his  twenty-first  year  he  had  served  in  the  army  both  in 
England  and  as  an  officer  of  the  54th  regiment  on  the  Hudson  Bay  Service, 
he  had  been  elected  to  parliament  as  member  for  the  county  of  Hastings  and 
had  become  a  householder  and  the  head  of  a  family — rather  a  remarkable  record 
in  what  we  scornfully  term  the  "slow  days." 

In  the  rebellion  of  1837  he  raised  and  commanded  a  troop  of  horse  in  the 
interests  of  the  government,  but  his  loyalty  was  suspected  and  he  was  forced 
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to  flee  for  his  life  across  the  border  after  having  been  severely  wounded  in 
the  struggle.  He  later  surrendered  himself  and  was  tried  for  high  treason, 
of  which  charge  he  was  honourably  acquitted. 

During  middle  life  he  held  many  municipal  ott'ices  both  in  Belleville  and 
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Trafalgar  Castle  was  built  by  him  as  a  private  residence  during  the 
period  1858-61.  According  to  the  "Whitby  Watchman"  its  magnificence  and 
its  beauty  were  unsurpassed  by  any  other  building  in  the  Dominion  and  when 
^  one  looks  at  the  lovely  proportions  of  the  rooms  of  the  main  building,  the 
stately  beauty  of  the  hall  and  its  staircase,  the  exquisite  workmanship  of  the 
ceilings  even  now  after  sixty  years  of  change,  in  the  eyes  of  all  those  who 
have  fallen  beneath  its  spell,  the  splendid  old  mansion  remains  incomparable. 

No  elaborate  description  of  the  size  and  number  of  the  rooms  or  length}' 
lists  of  the  enormous  amounts  of  building  material  used  can  adequately  de- 
scribe the  almost  feudal  dignity  with  which  the  castle  stood  out  among  the 
rambling  homesteads  and  shops  of  the  little  town.   It  became  the  centre  of  the 
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finest  social  life  of  the  county.  Many  remarkable  people  eanie  under  its  hos- 
pitable roof,  among  whom  Prince  Arthur  was  perhaps  the  most  distinguished. 
Upon  this  occasion  there  were  festivities  of  all  kinds  but  the  great  event  for 
which  Prince  Arthur  had  graciously  consented  to  bs  present  Avas  the  laying  of 
the  first  rail  of  the  Wliitby-Port  Perry  Railroad.  With  such  high  hopes  and 
and  under  such  august  patronage  did  the  "Push"  set  out  in  life. 

In  1874,  however,  the  lovely  house  then  in  the  hey-day  of  its  youth  passed 
into  other  hands  and  upon  that  day  its  history  as  the  home  of  the  Reynolds 
family  ceased  and  that  of  O.L.C.  began. 

Dramatic  and  interesting  as  its  life  had  been  heretofore  its  sudden  meta- 
morphosis from  a  private  house  into  a  college  had  in  it  elements  scarcely 
less  splendid.  Its  purchase  did  not  only  mark  this  change  in  the  life  of  the 
building  itself  but  it  represented  a  triumph  for  the  fervid  Protestantism  of 
the  little  town  and  the  inauguration  of  one  of  the  first  great  educational  in- 
stitutions of  the  Methodist  Church  in  Canada. 

In  writing  this  little  sketch  it  has  been  necessary  to  delve  back  among  old 
books  and  papers  and  records  and  calendars  and  such  like  for  facts  and  fables 
concerning  the  history  of  the  school.  One  of  the  most  interesting  glimpses  of 
its  very  beginning  was  provided  by  a  letter  from  a  son  of  the  late  Reverend  J. 
E.  Sanderson,  the  Methodist  Minister  in  Whitby  at  that  time.    He  says : — 

"I  remember  while  sitting  at  dinner  in  the  old  Parsonage  at  Whitby  a  wire 
came  for  my  father  from  Toronto  saying  that  twenty  thousand  dollars  must 
be  secured  before  the  opening  of  the  Bank  the  next  morning  or  the  property 
would  pass  into  the  hands  of  the  Grey  Nuns.  My  father  did  not  finish  his 
dinner  but  rushed  off'  to  raise  the  money." 

The  Reverend  Mr.  Sanderson,  with  Mr.  James  Holden  and  others,  had  been 
advocating  the  purchase  of  the  Castle  for  the  Methodist  Church  as  an  ideal  spot 
for  a  girls'  school  for  some  time  among  the  prominent  churchmen  of  both  the 
Town  and  of  Toronto.  It  was  their  dearest  wish  to  see  such  an  institution  es- 
tablished, and  naturally  when  the  property  was  in  danger  of  falling  into  other 
hands,  they  were  prepared  to  use  every  means  in  their  power  to  prevent  it. 

This  event  crystallized  the  opinion  of  the  group  of  men  interested  in  the 
project  into  immediate  action.  The  money  was  raised  and  a  stock  comjjany 
formed  who  purchased  the  Castle,  organized  a  board  of  Directors,  with  Mr. 
Holden,  a  resident  of  the  town  equally  interested  with  Mr.  Sanderson,  as  its 
first  President,  and  the  College  was  started  upon  the  long  road  of  its  life. 

The  old  books  in  which  the  records  of  those  first  meetings  are  kept  are 
almost  falling  to  pieces.  Many  of  the  men  whose  names  are  written  therein 
are  long  since  dead,  yet  despite  the  clerkly  style  in  which  the  by-laws,  motions 
and  remarks  are  couched,  to  read  them  is  to  reach  back  into  the  past  and 
touch  the  lives  of  their  authors.  One  feels  that  this  meant  more  to  them  than 
a  mere  business  enterprise.  To  many  it  was  a  matter  of  great  personal  pride 
and  interest.  On  September  3rd,  1874,  according  to  the  minutes,  James  Hol- 
den, President,  and  John  Rice,  Secretary,  were  authorized  by  the  Board  to 
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present  an  address  of  welcome  to  Lord  and  Lady  Dufferin,  who  came  on  that 
day  to  inspect  the  college  before  its  formal  opening.  It  was  a  great  event  in 
the  life  of  the  community.  There  were  evergreen  arches  and  brass  bands,  and 
so  with  good  friends  and  good  wishes  O.L.C.  began  a  life  which  has  continued 
for  fifty  years  in  uninterrupted  honour  and  good  fortune. 

Here  and  there  in  the  grave  dignity  of  the  minutes  appear  in  spite  of 
themselves  human  touches  concerning  the  life  of  the  school  which  are  both 
interesting  and  amusing.  In  one  place  sandwiched  between  some  important 
]notions  Joshua  Richardson  is  authorized  by  the  Board  to  purchase  a  cow  for  the 
institution.  They  seem  also  to  have  had  domestic  troubles.  They  changed 
stewards  about  twice  a  year. 

From  its  inauguration  the  staff  of  the  school  was  headed  by  the  Reverend 
J.  J.  Hare,  assisted  by  his  wife.  For  forty-one  years  their  lives  were  one  with  the 
growth  of  the  school  and  both  left  an  indelible  impress  of  their  goodness  and 
beauty  of  character  upon  its  form  and  spirit.  In  1915,  after  a  life-time  spent 
in  faithful  service  on  behalf  of  the  College,  Dr.  Hare  retired  and  was  succeeded 
by  Reverend  F.  L.  Farewell. 

The  growth  of  the  building  itself  is  an  indication  of  the  progress  and 
prosperity  of  the  school.  It  has  developed  graciously  and  beautifully.  Not  a 
jutting-out  here  and  an  abutment  there,  but  in  proportion  and  dignity  it  has 
expanded  into  its  present  form. 

In  1878  Dr.  Egerton  Ryerson  laid  the  corner  stone  of  Ryerson  Hall,  an  ad- 
dition at  the  West  end  of  the  building,  and  in  1887  an  enclosed  passage  con- 
nected the  original  eastern  wing  with  the  cottage,  the  residence  of  Dr.  and 
Mrs.  Hare.  Finally  in  !1895  the  eastern  wing  was  completely  transformed 
into  what  is  now  Frances  Hall.  The  erection  of  this  building  was  largely  made 
possible  by  the  generosity  of  Mrs.  Lillian  Frances  Massey  Treble,  after  whom  it 
was  called. 

Perhaps  the  most  important  event  until  this  Jubilee  Year  in  the  later 
history  of  the  school  occurred  when  Lord  and  Lady  Aberdeen  and  their  daugh- 
ter, Lady  Marjorie  Grordon,  established  for  us  the  lovely  custom  of  the  May 
Queen.  Of  all  the  happy  days  in  the  year  this  is  the  one  which  we  remember 
most  dearly.  The  24th  of  May,  the  birthday  of  a  good  and  noble  woman,  has 
become  almost  sacred  in  the  eyes  of  O.L.C.  people.  All  that  is  good  and  lovely 
in  the  life  of  our  community  is  typified  in  the  person  of  our  May  Queen.  She 
is  the  symbol  of  the  deepest  desire  of  the  heart  of  every  girl  to  be  a  good, 
true  woman. 


Times  and  customs  change.  Browsing  through  old  calendars  one  discov- 
ers some  things  which  are  of  amazement  to  the  present  generation  at  O.L.C. 
How  in  the  world  did  one  ever  play  tennis  in  a  bustle !  The  dining-room  used 
to  be  where  the  Domestic  Science  Room  is  now  situated,  and  for  exercise  after 
dinner  one  might  do  the  "grand  chain"  in  the  main  hall  upstairs.  Six  girls 
and  a  box  stove  occupied  Nine  Main.  People  went  to  bed  by  lamplight  mostly. 
And  twice  to  church  on  Sundays.  The  earliest  calendars  warned  people  not 
to  give  way  to  their  daughter's  fancied  requirements  in  dress  and  called  the 
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Lady  Principal  "A  Female  Educator",  but  people  were  reminded  then  as  now 
that  they  were  here  to  study ! 

In  1876  there  was  one  graduate,  Miss  Lillie  Gray,  M.E.L.  This  year  there 
are  thirty-two.  Between  the  two  extremes  there  stretches  a  long,  long  line  of 
women  who  lived  in  the  rooms  that  we  now  call  ours,  who  loved  the  orchard  in 
ihe  spring  and  the  white  purity  of  the  winter  fields,  upon  whose  lives  the 
old  house  east  a  spell  which  can  never  be  removed. 

There  is  an  old  feudal  custom  called  "seizing"  whereby  the  monarch 
delivered  up  to  his  barons  the  titles  to  the  lands  he  held  in  fief  "to  thee  and 
thine  heirs  forever."  The  bond  was  a  piece  of  turf  cut  from  the  land  about 
to  be  given  by  ruler  to  subject.  It  was  a  double  contract  for  it  bound  the  two 
together  beneath  an  oath  of  eternal  fealty.  Whoever  goes  out  from  O.L.C. 
has  taken  "seizing"  of  their  Alma  Mater.  Forever  after,  part  of  all  that  is 
good  and  noble  belongs  to  her  and  in  return  she  has  laid  upon  them  the  sign 
of  her  love  and  goodness  which  can  never  cease  to  influence  their  lives  toward 
all  that  is  lovely  and  true.  — N.H. 
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SUNDAY,  JUNE  8th:— 

11.00  a.m. — Sermon  in  the  Methodist  Tabernacle  by  Rev.  Chancel- 
lor Bowles,  of  Victoria  College,  Toronto.    Solos  by 
former  students  of  O.L.C. 
7.00  p.m. — Baccalaureate  Sermon,  prepared  by  the  late  Rev.  Dr. 

Hare  three  years  ago,  delivered  by  Rev.  Principal 
Farewell.  Solos  by  Mrs.  C.  A.  Westley  and  Mrs. 
J.  H.  Perry. 

MONDAY,  JUNE  9th  :— 

10.00  a.m. — Registration  at  College  Office;  assignments  to  billets 
and  informal  reunions. 
3.00  p.m. — Class  Day  and  other  activities. 

6.00  p.m. — Senior  Banquet;  Directors'  Banquet  (past  and  pres- 
ent) ;  baseball  game  between  former  and  present  stu- 
dents; bonfire  and  informal  program  on  the  lawns. 

TUESDAY,  JUNE  10th:— 

10.00  a.m. — Swimming  Exhibition;  outdoor  activities;  group  meet- 
ing of  former  students. 

2.30  p.m. — Program  of  Chamber  Music,  Toronto  String  Quartet 
in  the  Gymnasium;  basketball  game  between  former 
and  present  students. 

8.00  p.m. — Play,  "Pomander  Walk,"  in  the  Town  Hall,  by  former 
and  present  day  students. 

WEDNESDAY,  JUNE  11th:— 

10.00  a.m. — Physical  Culture  Exhibition;  group  meetings  of  former 
students. 

2.00  p.m. — Presentation  of  Gifts  in  the  Gymnasium;  unveiling  of 
Memorial  Gates;  Field  Day  Activities. 

6.00  p.m. — Formal  reception  of  Former  Students  and  Teachers; 

Grand  Banquet;  bonfire  and  informal  program  on  the 
lawns. 

THURSDAY,  JUNE  12th— 

10.30  a.m. — Concert  in  the  Assembly  Hall. 

12  a.m.  to  2  p.m. — Reception  by  His  Honour  the  Leiutenant  Gover- 
nor and  Mrs.  Cockshutt,  followed  by  refreshments. 
2.00-4.00  p.m. — Granting  of  Diplomas,  Medals,  etc. 
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THE  SENIOR  RECEPTION 

JUBILEE  Week  in  the  Ontario  Ladies'  College  was  initiated  on  Saturday 
afternoon  by  a  reception  given  by  the  Graduating  Class  of  '24.  The  stately 
proportions  of  the  old  building  lend  themselves  to  anj^  festivity  but  the  draw- 
ing room  and  common  room  given  up  to  the  use  of  the  Seniors  looked  especially 
lovely  on  that  occasion.  The  rooms  were  decked  with  apple  blossoms  and  white 
lilac,  while  the  tea-table  looked  lovely  decorated  with  a  large  bowl  of  the  same 
flowers. 

The  guests  were  received  by  Mrs.  Farewell  and  Lois  Newberry,  President 
of  the  Year,  at  one  end  of  the  drawing-room.  A  great  many  friends  of  the 
graduates  motored  down  for  the  reception  and  spent  an  enjoyable  afternoon 
either  in  the  drawing-roorh,  where  a  program  of  readings  and  instrumental  and 
vocal  music  was  given  by  the  various  meml)ers  of  the  Senior  and  Junior  Classes ; 
or  in  wandering  about  the  grounds,  which  were  at  their  loveliest.  About  five 
o'clock  everyone  foregathered  in  the  common-room  where  refreshments  were 
served.   This  was  followed  very  shortly  by  the  departure  of  the  guests. 

Although  much  less  elaborate  than  many  of  the  entertainments  to  which 
the  school  looked  forward  during  the  week,  the  Senior  Reception  will  always 
be  remembered  as  one  of  the  most  pleasant  and  interesting  events  in  the  course 
of  the  Jubilee  celebrations. 

BACCALAUREATE  SUNDAY,  JUNE  8th. 

THIS  memorable  day  was  the  first  really  interesting  one  of  the  Jubilee 
Celebration,  and  not  one  of  the  students  will  forget  the  two  services,  and 
the  re-union  with  the  old  girls.  In  the  morning  the  student  body  went 
together  to  the  Methodist  Church,  at  which  service  Chancellor  Bowles,  of  Vic- 
toria College,  addressed  us.  His  ideas  were  inspiring  and  his  personality  ap- 
pealing. The  evening  service,  again  held  at  the  Methodist  Church,  was  perhaps 
of  a  more  appropriate  nature,  being  a  message  from  the  school's  dear  friend, 
the  late  Dr.  Hare,  and  read  at  his  request  by  our  principal,  Mr.  Farewell.  It 
was  a  message  chiefly  to  the  scholars  as  a  whole,  and  secondly  to  the  year's 
graduates,  inspirational,  and  of  a  characteristic  note.  The  choir  was  composed 
of  old  girls,  and  their  music  was  extremely  enjoyable.  Upon  returning  we  stood 
in  the  lower  hall,  singing,  "Saviour,  Again  to  Thy  Dear  Name  We  Raise,"  until 
the  graduates  had  passed  up  the  staircase. 

CLASS  DAY,  JUNE  9th 

FOLLOWING  Baccalaureate  Sunday  with  its  impressive  services,  Class  Day 
perhaps  meant  more  to  the  students  of  the  College,  past  and  present,  than 
any  other  day  during  the  Jubilee  week. 

Old  memories  wei'e  recalled,  old  friendships  renewed.  Once  again  we  came 
under  the  influence  of  the  school  spirit  which  linked  the  past  to  the  present 
and  unified  the  whole. 

At  three  o'clock  the  Seniors  assembled  in  the  loggia.  Very  impressive  they 
looked  in  their  caps  and  gowns  as,  bearing  the  daisy  chain,  they  proceeded  to 
Main  Entrance,  and  through  Main  Hall  to  the  Gymnasium. 
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A  side  aisle  had  been  cleared,  and  as  eaoh  girl  came  to  the  platform  steps, 
her  Ijiography  was  read  by  Beatrice  Carruthers,  President  of  the  Junior  Class. 
After  which  Gracia  Hodge,  V'ice-President,  cut  the  daisy  chain  and  allowed  the 
fortunate  Senior  to  take  her  place  on  the  platform. 

The  two  Junior  officers  were  dressed  in  their  class  colors,  gi'een  and  mauve, 
which  made  a  very  effective  picture. 

After  the  biographies  the  Seniors  sang  their  class  song  with  much  feeling, 
and  Juniors  replied  with  the  usual  Junior  vigor. 

The  very  frank  prophecies  followed,  and  caused  much  merriment  among 
the  school. 

Lois  Newberry,  on  behalf  of  the  Class  of  '24,  presented  the  school  with  a 
clock,  to  be  placed  on  the  mantel  in  the  drawing-room,  and  Miss  Ball,  the  Fac- 
ulty Advisor,  with  a  beautiful  steamer  rug,  to  be  used  on  her  European  tour 
m  recognition  of  her  helpfulness  during  the  year. 

Miss  Maxwell,  the  Honorary  President  of  the  Class,  was  presented  with 
Ophelia  roses,  and  in  reply  said  "that  no  college  could  lose  so  large  a  group  of 
girls  without  feeling  their  loss  greatly." 

The  climax  of  the  afternoon  was  the  valedictory,  given  by  Norah  Holden. 
With  her  first  words  "So  this  is  the  end"  the  assembly  came  to  perfect  order, 
the  atmosphere  was  tense.  It  was  as  if  all  the  girls  of  all  the  class  days,  past 
and  present,  spoke  through  her.  As  if  all  the  love  and  loyalty  for  the  school 
that  was  in  our  hearts,  was  expressed  by  the  speaker. 

When  she  finished  she  received  the  greatest  of  all  tributes,  silence,  before 
iiie  outburst  of  applause. 

Following  the  usual  custom,  the  Seniors  were  entertained  at  their  annual 
banquet  in  the  Household  Science  rooms  by  the  Juniors.  Judging  by  the  sounds 
that  ascended  the  stairAvay,  one  would  surmise  that  the  spirits  of  the  party 
vv'ere  not  dampened  by  undue  formality. 

As  soon  as  it  was  dark  an  immense  bonfire  was  kindled  on  the  driveway, 
Avhere  a  large  crowd  gathered  to  see  the  Seniors  burn  the  text  book  of  the  sub- 
ject that  had  been  their  "bete  noir"  all  year,  and  hear  the  original  and  amusing 
poetry  which  accompanied  each.  After  this  ceremony  the  Seniors  sang  their 
"Farewell"  song,  which  was  responded  to  by  all  the  classes  in  the  school,  and 
inany  of  other  years. 

The  whole  day  was  a  splendid  success,  a  golden  link  in  a  golden  chain  of 
days,  and  will  long  be  remembered  by  those  who  were  fortunate  enough  to 
be  present. 

— L.M.H. 

Banquet  of  Directors  Past  and  Present 

On  the  same  evening  another  of  the  noteworthy  events  of  the  Golden  Jubilee 
was  held,  namely,  the  Directors'  Banquet.  The  outstanding  thought  which  per- 
vaded the  whole  evening  and  was  manifested  again  and  again  in  the  words  of 
the  various  speakers,  was  that  while  the  great  men  of  the  past  must  be  remem- 
bered with  gratitude  and  reverence,  the  College  must  not  rest  with  the  laurels 
already  gained,  but  must  start  afresh  on  another  half  century  of  achievement, 
with  the  aim  in  view  of  making  still  greater  progress  and  advancement. 

About  sixty  guests  sat  down  to  the  banquet,  including  not  only  directors 
of  the  past  and  present,  Avith  their  wives  and  husbands,  but  several  members 
of  the  faculty  of  former  years.  Mr.  R.  C.  Hamilton,  president  of  the  Board 
of  Directors,  presided,  and  after  the  delightful  banquet,  made  a  brief  address, 
in  which  he  referred  to  some  of  the  men  who  had  been  outstanding  in  the  earlier 
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days  of  the  history  of  the  College.  He  then  delegated  to  Mr.  Oliver  Hezzelwood 
Ihe  duties  of  toastmaster. 

The  toast  to  "The  Earlier  Days"  was  proposed  by  G.  M.  Goodfellow,  who 
read  a  series  of  extracts  from  the  Whitby  Chronicle  of  various  issues  of  1874, 
which  told  of  the  efforts  which  culminated  in  the  opening  of  the  College  in 
September  of  that  year.  This  toast  was  replied  to  by  Messrs.  J.  S.  Barnard, 
Wm.  Ross,  and  Dr.  C.  F.  McGillivray,  each  of  whom  recalled  brietly  events  of 
the  earlier  days  of  the  College. 

Rev.  E.  A.  Chown,  B.D.,  Avho  was  one  of  those  present  when  the  College 
was  formally  opened  in  1874,  proposed  to  the  toast  to  "The  Present  Day,"  and 
m  doing  so  spoke  of  attending  the  meeting  of  the  Conference  at  which  the  pro- 
posed Whitby  College  was  first  discussed.  Mr.  Hezzelwood,  the  toastmaster, 
replied  briefly. 

"The  Women  Directors"  were  toasted  by  Mr.  W.  H.  Carrick.  Replies  were 
made  by  Mrs.  W.  J.  H.  Richardson,  of  Whitby,  and  Mrs.  Gr.  D.  Atkinson,  of 
'J'oi'onto,  the  first  two  women  to  be  appointed  to  the  Board  of  Directors.  Each 
expressed  pleasure  at  being  enabled  to  serve  their  Alma  Mater  in  this  way,  and 
exx)ressed  belief  that  the  women  who  were  elected  to  the  Board  from  time  to 
time  would  make  a  real  contribution  to  the  progress  of  the  College. 

Prof.  C.  B.  Sissons,  of  Victoria  College,  proposed  the  toast,  "Our  Facul- 
ty." To  this  replies  were  made  by  Mr.  W.  J.  Greenwood,  who  for  twenty-five 
years  was  a  resident  teacher ;  Miss  M.  Rowell,  also  for  a  number  of  years  a  mem- 
hev  of  the  staff;  Mrs.  Torrington,  wife  of  the  late  Dr.  F.  H.  Torrington,  the  first 
Musical  Director  of  the  College,  and  Miss  Maxwell,  the  present  Lady  Principal. 
These  brief  speeches  were  expressive  of  past  events,  of  appreciation  of  the 
achievements  of  the  college,  and  of  bright  hopes  for  the  future. 

"The  Next  Fifty  Years"  was  proposed  by  Mr.  R.  G.  Dingman,  and  replied 
to  l)y  Rev.  F.  L.  Farewell,  the  Principal.  Mr.  Farewell  expressed  his  thanks  to 
the  Directors  for  their  co-operation  and  sympathy,  and  expressed  the  hope  that 
in  the  coming  fifty  years  he  might  be  permitted  to  render  useful  service  to  the 
(,'ollege,  for  at  least  a  part  of  that  time. 

One  of  the  most  pleasing  features  of  the  evening  was  a  presentation,  intro- 
duced by  Mrs.  A.  R.  Riches,  in  proposing  the  toast,  "Old  Friends  of  0.  L.  C." 
Mrs.  Riches  took  occasion  to  express  the  appreciation  of  the  College  Board  to 
Mr.  R.  (\  Hamilton,  President,  for  his  long  years  of  faithful,  energetic,  sympa- 
thetic and  useful  work  on  behalf  of  the  College.  Mr.  Hamilton  had  always  been 
I'eady  to  advise  and  plan  whenever  any  difficulties  or  problems  were  presented, 
and  Mrs.  Hamilton  had  likewise  been  truly  sympathetic  and  helpful.  Mrs.  Riches 
announced  that  next  December  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hamilton  will  celebrate  the  dia- 
mond jubilee  of  their  wedding  and  would  welcome  their  friends  at  that  time. 

Rev.  Dr.  Tovell  expressed  a  further  word  of  appreciation  of  Mr.  Hamilton's 
sein^ices,  after  which  Mi-s.  Geo.  A.  Ross,  on  behalf  of  the  Board,  presented  Mr. 
Hamilton  with  a  gold-headed  cane. 

Mr.  Hamilton  made  suitable  I'eply,  thanking  his  friends  for  their  kind  words 
and  good  wishes.  He  spoke,  as  others  had  done  during  the  evening,  of  the  great 
part  played  in  the  history  of  the  College  l)y  the  late  Rev.  Dr.  Hare. 

During  the  evening  Mr.  Arthur  Blight,  of  Toronto,  a  former  member  of 
the  faculty,  rendered  several  splendid  solos. 

REMINISCENCE  DAY,  TUEISDAY,  JUNE  10th. 

Tuesday,  June  10th,  the  fourth  day  in  Jubilee  Week  at  O.L.C.,  began  in 
watery  fashion  despite  the  glorious  weather  which  prevailed  out  of  doors. 

A  swimming  meet  in  the  school  tank  was  the  fii-st  item  of  the  day's  doings. 
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Both  old  and  new  students  participated.  Most  of  the  events  were  open  to  all, 
swimming  for  style  and  speed,  stunts,  novelty  races  and  diving.  This  was  the 
annual  spring  swimming  meet  held  for  the  awarding  of  the  gold  and  silver 
medals.  The  judges  found  it  almost  impossible  to  choose  the  gold  medalist, 
and  finally  a  tie  was  announced  between  Grace  Elliot  and  Rhoda  Howe,  who 
will  in  consequence  each  receive  a  medal.  The  silver  medalist  was  Dorothy  Maw, 
one  of  the  youngest  girls  in  the  school,  but  one  of  the  most  brilliant  swimmers. 
Geraldine  Wright  received  the  school  numerals. 


The  Toronto  String  Quartette,  who  usually  give  a  recital  at  the  College 
early  in  May,  did  not  make  their  annual  visit  until  the  afternoon  of  Tuesday, 
June  10th,  iii  order  that  the  guests  of  the  Jubilee  week  might  have  the  privilege 
of  hearing  a  concert  which  has  become  an  institution  in  the  life  of  the  College. 

It  was  held  in  the  gymnasium,  where,  owing  to  the  transformation  of  the 
concert  hall  into  a  dining-room,  many  of  the  Jubilee  entertainments  were 
given. 

The  program  was  divided  into  five  sections,  three  of  which  were  taken  up 
by  the  quartette  as  a  whole.  Mr.  Blachford  gave  three  solos  on  the  violin  and 
Mr,  Leo  Smith  three  cello  solos. 

In  a  programme  of  chamber  music,  perhaps  the  most  difficult  and  abstract 
of  musical  recitals,  it  is  hard  to  choose  a  representative  selection  which  can  be 
pointed  out  as  pre-eminently  popular.  In  those  selections  given  by  the  quar- 
tette as  a  whole  a  gorgeous  Tschaikowski  "Andante"  and  a  delightful  little 
"Fairy  Tale"  were  those  which  pleased  and  touched  their  audience  most,  al- 
though their  splendid  technical  abilities  were  displayed  to  high  advantage  both 
in  the  Mozart  and  in  Schubert 's  ' '  Bee. ' ' 

The  "Minuet,"  a  cello  solo,  and  a  glorious  little  Hungarian  Dance  "Hyre 
Kati"  by  Mr.  Blachford  were  perhaps  the  best  received  and  the  most  worthy 
of  mention  among  the  other  selections  on  the  programme. 

The  quiet  hour  or  so  spent  in  the  company  of  such  splendid  music  was 
not  only  a  welcome  respite  to  the  continual  round  of  festivities,  but  quieted 
minds  and  hearts  and  straightened  out  perspectives.  The  many  items  on  the 
Jubilee  programme  are  all  more  or  less  memorable  in  their  own  way,  but  this 
delightful  concert  will  remain  in  the  minds  of  many  even  after  the  other  events 
of  this  week  have  dimmed. 

The  Golden  Jubilee  celebration  of  the  Ontario  Ladies'  College  continued 
on  Wednesday  and  closed  Thursday  afternoon  following  the  Commencement 
Exercises.  The  whole  week  was  favored  with  beautiful  June  weather,  and  the 
large  gatherings  of  former  students  and  friends  of  the  students  were  able  to 
enjoy  to  the  best  advantage  the  College  grounds  which  were  at  their  best.  The 
Jubilee  week  was  an  unqualified  success,  crowded  full  of  interesting  incidents, 
and  will  long  be  an  outstanding  event  in  the  life  of  the  College  as  well  as  of 
the  town.  Over  six  hundred  persons  were  present  for  the  great  banquet  on 
Wednesday  night  and  on  Thursday  for  Commencement  even  more  were  present, 
meeting  old  school  friends  and  living  again  amid  the  associations  of  other  days. 


One  of  the  most  enjoyable  plays  ever  presented  in  the  Town  Hall  was  wit- 
nessed on  Tuesday  evening  when  Louis  N.  Parker's  play,  "Pomander  AValk" 
was  given  by  the  students  of  the  Ontario  Ladies '  College.  It  was  one  of  the  most 
enjoyable  events  of  the  whole  Golden  Jubilee  Week.    The  play  itself  was  par- 
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Pomander  Walk"  Presented  in  the  Townsr  Hall. 
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ticularly  interesting  and  it  was  made  more  charming  by  the  clever  acting  of 
the  principal  characters  whose  work  was  of  a  very  high  order.  Indeed  the  per- 
formance was  one  which  would  be  hard  to  surpass  by  any  amateur  cast.  There 
was  no  flaw  in  the  acting,  no  weak  character  in  the  cast,  and  all  performed  with 
a  high  degree  of  excellence. 

The  splendid  cast  was  composed  of  past  and  present  students  of  the  Col- 
lege, several  of  whom  participated  in  the  play  when  it  was  given  at  the  College 
two  years  ago,  and  the  principal  characters  particularly  were  portrayed  very 
cleverly.  Among  the  outstanding  features  of  the  play  was  the  ability  of  Miriam 
Eckert  as  Marjolane,  who  won  the  hearts  of  all;  Helen  Hughes,  as  Madame 
^  Lachenais,  and  Lorna  Rumball  as  Baron  Oxford ;  but  Betty  Caswell  as  Sir  Peter 
^  Mary  Howard  as  Jack  Sayle,  Jean  Hiekling  as  Brooke-Hoskyn,  interpreted  their 
parts  unusually  well.  While  much  of  the  success  of  the  play  depended  on  these 
leading  characters,  because  of  their  prominent  parts,  all  the  players  should 
1)0  commended  for  their  creditable  work,  combining  to  present  a  play  which  was 
considered  the  best  in  years,  and  a  credit  to  the  Jubilee  Year. 

To  Miss  Ball,  the  teacher  of  expression,  much  of  the  success  of  the  play  was 
due,  and  she  was  presented  with  bouquets  of  roses  as  a  slight  recognition  of  her 
splendid  work  in  training  the  players. 

The  stage  was  well  and  realistically  decorated,  while  the  costumes  were  ex- 
cellently chosen.  Between  the  acts  Miss  Widdup  gave  piano  selections. 
The  caste  of  characters  follows: 
Admiral  Sir  Peter  Antrobus — Betty  Caswell. 
Jerome  Brooke-Hoskyn,  Esq. — Jean  Hiekling. 
Mr.  Basil  Pringle — Rosamond  McCulloeh. 
Jim — Helen  Deroche. 
Jane — Doris  Coulter. 
Mrs.  Pamela  Poskett — Eileen  Boake. 
Madame  Lucie  Lachenais — Helen  Hughes. 
Mile.  Marjolane  Lachenais — Miriam  Eckert. 
Nanette — Marion  Anglin. 
Miss  Ruth  Pennymint — Maude  Girvin. 
Miss  Barbara  Pennymint — Beatrice  Carruthers. 
The  Rev.  Jacob  Sternroyd,  D.D.,  F.S..A.— Leila  Hunter. 
The  Honorable  Caroline  Thring — Josephine  Hueston. 
John  Sayle.  10th  Baron  Oxford — Lorna  Rumball. 
Lieut.  The  Hon.  John  Sayle,  R.N.— Marv  Howard. 
The  Muffin  Man— Marjorie  Wright. 
The  Eyesore — Isabel  Wilson. 
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WEDNESDAY— ALMA  MATER  DAY 

Wednesday  in  Jubilee  Week  was  what  might  be  termed  an  "intensive" 
day.  Three  of  the  outstanding  events  of  the  celebration  were  crowded  into  its 
all  too  short  hours,  yet  despite  this  they  were  among  the  most  memorable  and 
most  fully  appreciated  of  all  the  festivities. 

The  day  began  propitiously  with  the  gymnasium  demonstration  for  which 
the  school  has  been  preparing  for  weeks.  It  included  much  of  the  programme 
given  on  May  Day  plus  some  interesting  features  such  as  rythmical  marching. 

It  connuenced  with  a  march  of  the  whole  school  on  the  campus  in  front  of 
the  loggia  which  was  followed  by  dances  and  exercises,  apparatus  and  mat  work. 
The  demonsti-ation  was  witnessed  by  a  large  number  of  old  girls  and  visitors 
who  united  in  congratulating  Miss  Snyder  and  her  pupils  on  a  physical  culture 
exhibition  which  they  declared  to  be  unequalled  in  their  experience.  After 
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luncheon  the  guests  foregathered  in  the  gymnasium  to  witness  the  presentation 
of  gifts  to  the  school  from  vai-ious  groups  of  old  students  and  from  individuals 
interested  in  the  college. 

Members  of  the  Board,  Miss  Maxwell  and  Mr.  Farewell,  with  some  of  the 
guests,  occupied  the  platform. 

Mr.  Hamilton,  President  of  the  College  Board,  made  a  shoi't  address,  after 
which  a  list  of  presentations,  together  with  their  donors,  was  read  by  Mr.  Fare- 
well. The  beautiful  Persian  rugs  which  were  placed  in  the  Main  Hall  shortly 
after  Easter,  were  formally  presented  on  this  occasion  by  Mrs.  Hamilton  and 
Mrs.  Curry,  on  behalf  of  the  Toronto  Chapter  of  Trafalgar  Daughters. 

Mrs.  GI-.  D.  Atkinson  spoke  delightfully  for  the  Alumnae,  of  Toronto,  in 
donating  to  the  school  a  library  of  books  which  will  prove  a  source  of  pleasure 
and  utiiitv  to  the  students  for  years  to  come.  At  the  close  of  this  presentation, 
Miss  Williams,  the  successor  to  Mrs.  Atkinson  as  President  of  the  Alumnae, 
was  called  to  the  platform  and  introduced  to  the  assembled  guests. 

The  Whitby  Chapter  of  the  Trafalgar  Daughters  pi-esented,  through  Miss 
Powell,  their  President,  a  beautiful  portrait  of  Miss  Adams,  one  of  the  most 
esteemed  and  beloved  Lady  Principals  of  the  College.  This  gift  was  graciously 
received  by  Mrs.  Whitfield. 

Mrs.  Foster,  representing  a  group  of  Hamilton  students,  donated  a  fine 
water-colour,  which  was  received  by  Mrs.  J.  H.  Perry. 

An  oil  painting  by  Mr.  T.  Gr.  Greene,  present  Art  Director  of  the  College, 
was  given  by  Miss  Valentine,  a  formei'  May  Queen,  on  behalf  of  an  unoi'ganized 
group  of  students  of  the  past  ten  years. 

Just  at  this  juncture  the  proceedings  were  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of 
Miss  Burkholder,  for  many  years  Lady  Principal  of  the  College.  She  was 
greeted  with  tumultous  applause  which  clearly  displayed  the  love  and  esteem 
in  which  she  is  held  by  the  former  students. 

The  Senior  Class  of  '21  donated,  through  theiu  President,  Hazel  Taylor, 
a  marble  bust,  which  was  received  by  Miss  Maxwell. 

Mr.  Farewell  then  unveiled  a  bronze  tablet  engraved  with  the  names  of  the 
founders  of  the  college,  which  is  to  be  placed  in  the  Main  Hall. 

A  portrait,  presented  by  his  family,  of  the  first  President  of  the  College 
Board,  James  Holden,  was  unveiled  by  his  son,  Mr.  James  Holden,  of  Kansas 
City,  and  received  by  William  Ross,  a  member  of  the  present  Board. 

Miss  Burkholder  unveiled  a  remarkable  portrait  of  Mrs.  Hare,  executed  by 
Miss  Ingle,  the  present  Art  instructor,  on  behalf  of  the  Ottawa  Chapter  of  the 
Trafalgar  Daughters.  This  portrait,  declared  to  be  a  speaking  likeness,  will 
hang  opposite  to  that  of  Dr.  Hare,  in  the  Main  Hall. 

The  Ottawa  Chapter  also  presented  a  scholarship  for  general  proficiency, 
to  be  called  the  Hare  Scholarship. 

The  unveiling  of  the  Entrance  Gates,  erected  by  the  order  of  Trafalgar 
Daughters,  was  an  impressive  and  dignified  ceremony.  It  was  performed  by 
Mrs.  Riches,  of  Toronto.  The  flag  having  been  withdrawn  the  tablet  disclosed 
Avas  seen  to  be  inscribed  with  these  words: — "1874  Golden  Jubilee  1924,  pre- 
sented by  the  Trafalgar  Daughters,  in  loving  memory  of  Rev.  J.  J.  Hare,  M.A., 
Ph.D.,  for  forty-one  years  Principal  of  this  College,  and  Mrs.  Hare." 

During  the  presentation  of  gifts  a  field  meet  Avas  in  progress  on  the  lawn, 
in  which  both  old  and  new  girls  participated.  The  cup  Avas  carried  off  by  Miss 
Adelie  McLennan,  a  student  of  this  year,  to  the  great  elation  of  the  present 
school,  who  Avere  much  afraid  lest  her  older  sisters  should  Avrest  it  from  them. 
The  day  culminated  in  the  Grand  Banquet  Avhich  Avas  held  in  the  dining 
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I'oom.  at  six-thirty.  The  gnests  who  numbered  six  hundred,  were  seated  in 
decades  from  1874  to  1924,  It  will  be  interesting  to  note  that  13  out  of  the 
school  of  1874  were  present  at  this  dinner.  After  a  delicious  dinner  the  com- 
pany settled  to  the  serious  business  of  the  evening,  that  of  toasts  and  toast- 
making.  Mr.  Hamilton  and  Mr.  Farewell  were  joint  toast-masters,  and  under 
their  direction  six  or  seven  toasts  were  drunk;  those  to  the  King,  the  Faculty, 
past  and  present,  to  the  Old  Girls,  the  Present  Day  Students,  and  the  next 
flubilee.  Many  interesting  and  entertaining  speeches  were  made,  both  in  propos- 
ing and  in  response  to  these  toasts.  Words  of  high  appreciation  were  spoken 
by  the  Principal  on  behalf  of  the  work  of  Miss  Copeland  and  Miss  Powell  in 
connection  with  the  Jubilee,  and  bouquets  of  flowers  were  presented  to  Miss 
Wallace  and  Miss  Holland  for  the  splendid  efforts  in  making  the  occasion  a 
liuge  success.  A  beautiful  bouquet  was  also  presented  to  Mrs.  Hamilton,  the 
wife  of  the  President.  Songs  and  yells  of  past  and  present  days  were  given 
licfore  adjourning  to  watch  the  magnificent  fireworks  reserved  for  this  occasion, 
the  entire  company  uniting  in  singing  "Auld  Lang  Syne." 

THURSDAY— COMMENCEMENT  DAY. 

A  graduate  of  this  year  declares  that  no  matter  how  many  Jubilees  may  be 
ahead  of  0.  L.  C,  there  can  never  be  another  Commencement  quite  like  this 
has  been. 

Any  one  who  either  Avitnessed  or  took  part  in  the  exercises  of  both  morning 
and  afternoon  is  fair  to  agree  with  her. 

The  school  has  passed  its  first  half  century,  and  is  looking  forward  to 
another  fifty  years  of  prosperity  and  honorable  renown.  The  sense  of  antici- 
pation was  felt  by  everyone  throughout  the  Jubilee  Week,  but  on  Commence- 
ment Day  the  event,  the  turning  point  in  the  life  of  the  school,  seemed  actually 
to  take  place. 

The  programme  of  the  morning,  usually  in  the  hands  of  present  day  stu- 
dents, was  given  entirely  by  old  girls  of  whom  the  school  has  eveiy  right  to  be 
proud. 

The  first  number,  which  consisted  of  two  delightful  piano  selections,  was 
given  by  Miss  Meath,  a  former  student  and  present  teacher. 

She  was  followed  by  Miss  Dorothy  Morden,  a  member  of  the  Senior  Class 
of  '19,  who  has  lately  won  the  Provincial  Medal  for  L.  T.  C.  M.  vocal  examin- 
ations, and  whose  voice  is  one  of  sheer  beauty.  Miss  Lorna  Rumball,  a  graduate 
of  last  year  and  now  a  student  at  the  Emerson  College  of  Oratory  at  Boston, 
read  ' '  The  Maid  of  France, ' '  a  lovely  combination  of  the  pathetic  and  the  ridic- 
ulous on  the  subject  of  the  Entente  Cordiale  which  did  great  credit  to  herself 
and  to  the  school. 

Mrs.  Westley,  who  possesses  a  splendid  contralto  voice,  sang  a  famous  aria 
from  "Samson  and  Delilah."  She  was  followed  by  Miss  Mildred  Carss,  a  bril- 
liant pianist  and  a  graduate  of  '19. 

Mrs.  Craigie,  who  gave  the  next  number,  has  a  glorious  soprano  voice. 
She  sang  a  beautiful  portion  of  "  I  Puritani, ' '  which  both  delighted  and  amazed 
her  audience. 

The  programme  was  closed  by  a  suite  for  two  pianos  by  Arensky,  play- 
ed by  Miss  Merchant  and  Miss  Johnston. 

His  Honor  the  Lieutenant-Grovernor  and  Mrs.  Cockshutt,  who  had  graciously 
consented  to  be  present,  received  in  the  drawing-room  at  noon,  after  which  the 
entire  company  adjourned  to  the  lawn  for  luncheon. 

By  two  o'clock  the  great  room,  created  by  the  union  of  the  concert  hall 
and  the  dining  room,  was  crowded  to  overflowing  with  old  students,  guests  of 
the  Jubilee  Committee  and  friends  of  the  graduates. 
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The  Lieutenant-Governor  and  Mrs.  Cockshutt,  Mr.  and  Mr.s.  R.  C.  Ham- 
ilton, Principal  Farewell  and  Mrs.  Farewell  and  Miss  Maxwell,  occupied  the 
platform.   Behind  them  were  arranf?ed  seats  for  the  graduates  and  the  Faculty. 

The  assembled  people  remained  standing  until  the  graduates,  thirty-one  in 
number,  looking  very  lovely  in  their  white  gowns  and  with  exquisite  bouquets 
of  roses,  took  their  places  behind  the  Lieut. -Governor. 

Eev.  Mr.  Hunter  opened  the  ceremony  with  prayer.  Miss  Miriam  Eckert 
then  presented  an  address  to  His  Honor  and  Mrs.  Cockshutt,  who  also  received 
a  beautiful  bouquet  of  flowers.  After  a  brief  speech  by  Mr.  Hamilton,  Mrs. 
Cockshutt  awarded  the  diplomas  to  each  graduate  in  turn.  His  Honor  then 
spoke  a  few  impressive  words  to  both  the  audience  and  the  graduates.  He 
congratulated  the  College  Board  upon  this  turning-point  in  the  history  of  the 
College,  and  expressed  his  good  wishes  for  its  continued  prosperity.  He  grac- 
iously announced  that  henceforth  a  medal  is  to  be  granted  each  year  in  the 
name  of  the  Lieutenant-Governor.  His  Honor  closed  his  remarks  by  addressing 
a  few  kindly  and  dignified  words  to  the  graduating  class.  Owing  to  an  en- 
gagement in  Toronto,  His  Honor  and  Mrs.  Cockshutt  were  then  obliged  to 
withdraw. 

Before  the  awarding  of  the  medals  and  prizes,  Mr.  Arthur  Blight,  formerly 
vocal  director  of  the  college,  gave  a  splendid  solo. 

The  prizes  were  distributed  throughout  the  various  classes  of  the  school, 
a  goodly  number  falling  to  the  lot  of  the  Seniors. 

The  exercises  were  closed  by  another  solo  from  Mr.  Blight,  and  a  short 
address  by  Dr.  Caroline  Brown,  of  the  Ontario  Board  of  Education,  Toronto, 
representing  the  Premier. 

However  impressive  the  ceremonies  of  the  afternoon  had  been,  the  hour  or 
so  that  followed,  crowded  full  of  good-byes  and  good-wishes,  laughter  and  tears, 
will  be  remembered  perhaps  more  clearly  than  any  other  throughout  the  Jubilee 
week. 

Hundreds  of  girls  and  women,  gathered  together  to  do  honor  to  common 
tradition,  scattered  once  more  to  their  various  places  in  the  world,  bearing  with 
them  memories  of  their  Alma  Mater,  renewed  and  strengthened  by  the  love 
expressed  by  her  daughters  during  this  wonderful  week  and  facing  hopefully 
and  courageously  a  fresh  page  of  life  on  which  the  history  of  another  fifty  years 
more  glorious,  it  is  hoped,  even  than  the  past,  is  to  be  written. 
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GRANTING  OF  DIPLOMAS 

Literary — M.E.L. — Marion  Phillips  Anglin,  Kingston,  Ontario;  Jessie 
Lindsay  Bell,  London,  Ontario;  Marjorie  Grant  Carss,  Orillia,  On- 
tario; Helen  Clarissa  Deroche,  Belleville,  Ontario;  Norah  Holden, 
Toronto,  Ontario;  Helen  Kathleen  Jackson,  Whitby,  Ontario;  Rosa- 
mond Mary  McCulloch,  Toronto,  Ontario;  Ida  Lois  Newberry, 
Hamilton,  Ontario;  Emily  Helena  Richardson,  Whitby,  Ontario; 
Anne  Mitchell  Souter,  Hamilton,  Ontario;  Isaljelle  Mary  Wilson, 
Vancouver,  British  Columbia. 

Piano— A.O.C.M.  and  A.T.C.M.— Ruth  Preston  Curry,  Whitby,  Ontario; 
Kathleen  Leask,  Seagrave,  Ontario;  Alice  Lunney,  Sonya,  Ontario; 
Dorothy  McLaughlin,  Oshawa,  Ontario. 

Vocal — O.A.C.M.  and  A.T.C.M. — Velma  Louise  LaFrance,  Hamilton,  On- 
tario. 

Expression — Margaret  Maude  Girvin,  Hamilton,  Ontario. 
Art — Florence  Viola  Smart,  Montreal,  Quebec. 

Household  Science — Evelyn  Mae  Ball,  Magog,  Quebec;  Charlotte  Pauline 
Bowden,  Toronto,  Ontario;  Martha  Kathleen  Corrigan,  Toronto, 
Ontario;  Isahelle  Maude  Fairfield,  St.  Catharines,  Ontario;  Mae 
Irwin,  Stratford,  Ontario;  Alleyne  Livingstone  Meyers,  Woodstock, 
Ontario;  Albina  E.  Oberholtzer,  Pefferlaw,  Ontario;  Hazel  Adele 
Ott,  Montreal,  Quebec;  Dorothy  Pitt,  Hamilton,  Ontario;  Loma 
Catherine  Schell,  Woodstock,  Ontario;  .  Doris  Marjorie  Wright, 
Brighton,  Ontario;  Edna  Salena  Wright,  Port  Burwell,  Ontario. 

Commercial — Isobel  Louise  Brewster,  Brantford,  Ontario;  Madeleine 
Hughes  Charles,  New  York,  U.S.A.;  Mabel  Margaret  Roulston, 
Whitby,  Ontario;  Irma  Leola  Walker,  Texas,  U.S.A. 

Presentation  of  Diplomas  and  Address  to  Graduates  by  His  Honour  the 
the  Lieutenant-Governor  of  Ontario. 

Solo,  "When  the  King  Went  Forth  to  War"  -  (Koeneman) 

Mr.  Arthur  Blight, 

WINNERS  OF  CERTIFICATES. 

MUSICAL— 
Piano — 

Intermediate — Isobel  Brewster  (honors),  Grace  Elliott  (honors), 
Vera  Smith. 

Intermediate  School — Audrey  Cameron,  Violet  L.  Maw  (honors), 
Margaret  Ormond. 

Junior — Marion  Anglin,  Helen  Bunner,  Nina  Edwards,  Velma  La- 
France,  Myrtle  Leech,  Inez  Savage  (1st  class  honors). 

Junior  School — Georgia  Allan. 

Primary — Jean  Nesbitt  (honors).   Marvel  Savage  (honors),  Ruby 

Smith  (honors). 
Elementary-  -Ruby  Gilroy. 
Singing — 

Intermediate — Jessie  Bell   (honors),  Helen  Bunner  (honors),  Patri- 
cia Gumley  (honors),  Rhea  Irvine. 
Junior — Grace  Baird  (honors),  Kathleen  Corrigan  (honors),  Mae 
Irwin,  Anne  Souter  (1st  class  honors),  Gwendolyn  Souter  (hon- 
ors). 

Primary — Marguerite  Jackson  (honors). 
Sight  Singing — 
Senior — Velma  LaFrance. 


Intermediate — Jessie  Bell  (1st  class  honors),  Helen  Bunner,  Patricia 
Gumley  (honors),  Grace  Moodie  (honors). 

Junior — Kathleen  Corrigan  (honors),  Anne  Souter  (1st  class  honors). 
Violin — 

Primary — Grace  Elliott. 
Organ — 

Primary — Inez  Savage  (1st  class  honors). 

AWARDING  OF  MEDALS. 

Gold  Medal,  by  Mr.  Oliver  Hezzelwood,  highest  standing  in  M.  E.  L. 

Course — Isabel  Wilson. 
Silver  Medal,  by  Mr.  G.  M.  Goodfellow,  second  standing  in  M.  E.  L. 

Course — Norah  Holden. 
Gold  Medal,  by  Mr.  R.  N.  Bassett,  highest  standing  in  A.T.C.M.  and 

A.O.C.M.  Piano— Ruth  Curry. 
Silver  Medal,  by  Mr.  G.  D.  Atkinson,  second  standing  in  A.T.C.M.  and 

A.O.C.M. — Kathleen  Leask. 
George  Cormack  Memorial  Gold  Medal,  highest  standing  A.T.C.M.  and 

A.O.C.M.  Vocal — Velma  LaFrance. 
Gold  Medal,   by  Mr.  R.  C.  Hamilton,  highest  standing  in  Expression 

Course — Maude  Girvin. 
R.  J.  Score  Memorial  Gold  Medal,  highest  standing  in  Household  Science 

Course — Evelyn  Ball. 
Silver  Medal,  by  Mr.  Robert  Thompson,  s-econd  standing  in  Household 

Science  Course — Isabelle  Fairfield. 
John  Rice  Memorial  Gold  Medal,  by  Mrs.  John  Rice,  highest  standing  in 

Two-Year  Commercial  Course — Mabel  Roulston. 
Silver  Medal,  highest  standing  in  Commercial  Course,  one  year — Irma 

Walker. 

Governor-General's  Medal,  highest  standing  in  Junior  Matriculation 
English — Isabel  Brown. 

Gold  Medal,  by  Mr.  F.  L.  Farewell,  highest  proficiency  in  swimming,  life- 
saving,  etc.,  open  to  students  holding  Award  of  Merit  Certificates 
from  Royal  Life  Saving  Society  of  England  —  Grace  Elliott  and 
Rhoda  Howe  (equal). 

Silver  Medal,  by  Mrs.  A.  A.  Lees,  highest  proficiency  in  swimming,  life- 
saving,  etc.,  open  to  students  holding  bronze  medallions  from  the 
Royal  Life  Saving  Society  of  England- — Dorothy  Maw. 

Winner  of  0.  L.  C.  Letters — Geraldine  Wright. 

AWARDING  OF  PRIZES. 

Literary  Department — 

Prize  by  Mr.  Farewell,  highest  standing  in   Junior  Matriculation 
Ancient  History — Aileen  Purvis. 

Prize  by  Mr.  Farewell,  highest  standing  in  Junior  Matriculation 

British  History — Kathleen  Jenkins. 
Trafalgar  Daughters'  Scholarship,  highest  standing  in  any  three 

academic  subjects,  1922-23 — Norah  Holden. 

Musical  Department — 

Prizes  given  by  A.  &  S.  Nordheimer: 

Highest  standing  in  Intermediate  Piano — Grace  Elliott. 

Highest  standing  in  Junior  Piano — Inez  E.  Savage. 

Highest  standing  in  Primary  Piano — Marvel  Savage. 

Highest  standing  in  Junior  Vocal — Anne  Souter. 

Highest  standing  in  Primary  Vocal — Marguerite  Jackson. 

Highest  standing  in  Primary  Organ — Inez  Savage 
Award  by  David  Dick  Slater,  highest  standing  in  Intermediate  Vocal 
— Patricia  Gumley. 
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Art  Department — 

Awards  by  T.  G.  Greene,  O.S.A.,  and  Miss  Bertha  Ingle: 
Highest  standing  in  Senior  Art — Viola  Smart. 

Awards  in  Junior  Art — Kathleen  Hare,  Jean  Hepburn,  Laura  Rugg, 
Audrey  Taylor. 

Household  Science — 

Highest  standing  in  Junior  Year — Grace  Baird. 

Special  Prize,  highest  standing  in  Practical  Cooking — Mari'e  Breithaupt, 
Special  Awards  by  Miss  Clara  Powell,  for  highest  standing  in  Art 
Needlework: — 

Highest  Standing  in  Senior  Class — Evelyn  Ball. 

Highest  Standing  in  Junior  Class — Grace  Baird. 

Commercial: — 

Second  standing  in  Commercial  Course  (one  year) — Isobel  Brewster 
Highest  standing  in  Penmanship — Isobel  Brewster. 

Athletics: — 

The  honor  of  having  name  on  Strathcona  Shield  for  one  year,  1924- 

25 — Gratia  Hodge. 
Winner  of  Field  Day  Trophy,  presented  by  F.  L.  Farewell — Adelie 

McLennan. 

Winner  of  Tennis  Trophy,  presented  by  W.  H.  Reynolds  (singles) — 
Helena  Richardson. 

Swimming  and  Life  Saving: — 

Honorary  Instructors'  Certificate,  by  the  Royal  Life  Savincg  Society 
of  England,  for  Swimming  and  Life  Saving —  Nina  Edwards, 
Grace  Elliott,  Rhoda  Howe. 

The  Award  of  Merit — Marie  Breithaupt,  Gratia  Hodge,  Myrtle  Leech, 
Jane  Merchant,  Aileen  Purvis. 

Bronze  Medallion — Mary  Anglin,  Marie  Breithaupt,  Viola  Curry, 
Gratia  Hodge,  Myrtle  Leech,  Mary  Lundy,  Eleanor  Manning, 
Dorothy  Maw,  Aileen  Purvis,  Ruth  Swartz,  Irma  Walker,  Isobel 
Wilson. 
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Lois  hails  from  Hamilton.  She  ob- 
tained her  early  education  at  public 
school,  later  going  to  Miss  Murphy's, 
and  finally  reaching  O.L.C.,  where  be- 
ginning as  a  Freshman  she  was  Secre- 
tary-Treasurer the  next  year.  She  was 
Vice-Ptesident  of  the  Sophs,  and  in  her 
Junior  year  was  made  President.  We 
also  find  her  councillor  in  the  May 
Queen's  Court.  Last  year  Lolie  seem- 
ed to  have  her  mind  made  up  that  she 
would  not  return,  but  old  associates 
were  too  tempting  and  she  came  back 
to  be  Senior  President.  This  year  she 
was  Assistant  Editor  of  the  Vox,  and 
in  the  absence  of  the  editor  took  full 
responsibility  of  publishing  Christmas 
Vox.  This  year  Lolie  is  leaving  us, 
with  an  M.E.L.  tucked  up  her  sleeve. 

Favourite  Expression: — "Jr.  back  to 
the  door,"  and  "Catch  up  kids." 

ITobby : — Chasing  Daddy. 

A  steady  hand  to  guide  us  and  en- 
ergy unbounded  to  work. 


Toronto  boasts  her  birthplace  and 
Hamilton  has  rejoiced  that  she  has 
spent  most  of  her  life  there.  Before 
thoughts  of  O.L.C.  reached  the  dear 
girl's  mind  she  stumbled  into  Kings- 
tliorpe,  one  of  the  centres  of  womanly 
training  in  Hamilton.  News  of  0.  -L. 
C.  was  too  much  for  Vel  so  she  picked 
up  her  books  and  flew.  From  then  un- 
til now  she  has  sung  the  days  in  and 
out,  and  now  leaves  with  her  A.T.C.M. 
The  school  appreciated  her  to  the  ex- 
tent of  making  her  President  of  Okti- 
clos,  Vice-President  of  Senior  Class, 
Secretary  of  Honor  Club  and  one  of 
last  year's  Councillors. 

When  I  feel  like  having  a  hearty 
laugh  in  years  to  come  I  shall  just 
think  of  Vel  and  her  favorite  saying : 
' '  I 'm  going  out  of  my  mind. ' ' 

Her  Hobby  : — ' '  Collecting  stamps. ' ' 
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Bobbie  attended  public  school  in 
Montreal  and  later  when  she  moved  to 
Toronto  she  went  on  with  her  High 
School  course  at  Bishop  Strachan's. 

In  1922  she  arrived  in  O.L.C.  to  take 
Matric.  and  Jr.  Art;  the  next  year  she 
dropped  Matric.  work  and  specialized 
ill  Art,  from  which  course  she  is  now 
graduating. 

Bobbie  was  an  energetic  worker  on 
the  Athletic  Executive  and  also  on  the 
Vox  staff. 

We  will  all  miss  her  bright  smiles 
and  cheery  words,  and  we  wish  her  suc- 
cess and  happiness  everywhere  she 
goes. 

Favourite  Slaying : — No  !  No  !  Happy ! 
Hobby  : — Printing  baby  pictures  and 
auction  sales. 


Anne  was  born  in  Hamilton  in  1905. 
She  attended  Kingethorpe  school  in 
Hamilton,  then  started  her  High  School 
course  in  Hamilton  Collegiate.  She  at- 
tended that  school  two  years  and  land- 
ed at  O.L.C.  in  1922,  where  she  took  her 
Junior  Matriculation.  This  year  Anne 
is  graduating  in  Honor  Matriculation 
and  has  for  her  minor  course,  vocal, 
and  has  passed  her  Jr.  examination  in 
vocal  with  first  class  honours. 

Next  year  we  will  find  her  at  her 
home  in  Hamilton,  where  she  is  going 
on  with  her  vocal  work. 

Favourite  Expression : —  ' '  Oh !  isn 't 
that  good  looking." 

Hobby — Composing  letters  to  Rus. 

"Oor  Sicotch  lass  wi  sunny  smile 

Whose  heart  is  free  frae  gilt  or 
guile." 


I'dfic.  h'urtp 


Jessie  was  born  in  London  and  after 
attending  public  scliool  and  spending' 
two  years  at  High  she  came  to  O.L.C. 
in  1917  and  took  her  Matric. 

Then  she  spent  some  time  at  home 
and  in  1922  decided  to  come  back  to 
O.L.C.  and  take  her  Honour  Matric. 
This  year  she  is  graduating  in  M.E.L. 
course  and  has  also  made  a  name  for 
herself  in  music. 

We  elected  Jessie  May  Queen  this 
year,  and  we  all  know  that  we  made  no 
mistake,  as  Jessie  is  always  willing  to 
lend  a  helping  hand,  kind  and  sympa- 
thetic and  a  friend  to  everyone. 

This  year  Jessie  has  been  President 
of  the  Choral  Class  and  Secretary  of 
the  Senior  class  and  has  filled  both 
offices  very  well. 

Favourite  Expression : — Sh !  

Hobby — Attending  dancing  class. 


Norah  was  born  in  London,  Ont.,  on 
26th  of  November,  1906.  She  attended 
Brampton  public  school  for  several 
years,  and  came  to  0.  L.  C.  in  1920. 

Norah  took  her  Entrance  that  year 
with  the  scholarship.  She  also  won 
the  Trafalgar  Daughters  Scholarship 
the  same  year.  She  returned  in  '22 
and  took  1st  and  2nd  form  and  then 
4th  form  last  year,  winning  the  Gov.- 
Gen's  medal  for  Matric.  English,  and 
Mr.  Farewell's  history  prize.  She  was 
also  Secretary  of  the  Honour  Club,  and 
Literary  Editor  of  the  ' '  Vox. ' '  At  the 
end  of  last  year  she  was  elected  Presi- 
dent of  the  Honour  Club.  She  is  also 
Treasurer  of  the  Sr.  Class  and  editor 
of  the  "School  Notes."  She  graduates 
this  year  with  M.E.L.  and  intends  to 
go  to  Victoria  College  next  year  for 
English  and  History. 

Favourite  Ex.: — "I've  gone  to  the 
dogs  absolutely,  kids. 

Favourite  Hobby:  —  Collecting;-  Sr. 
fees. 
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iHartntt  Attgltn 

On  chilly  Noveml)er  morning  in  1906 
a  little  girl  found  her  way  into  this 
world ;  she  was  later  christened  Marion 
Philips  Anglin. 

S'he  was  brought  up  in  Kingston  and 
acquired  her  knowledge  at  the  public 
school  there.  Later  she  went  to  High 
School,  taking  her  Jr.  Matric,  and  also 
winning  a  scholarship  in  French. 

Marion  came  to  O.L.C.  last  fall  and 
is  taking  Honor  Matric  as  her  major 
course  and  some  of  Miss  Ball's  work. 
With  Miss  Widdup  she  studied  for  her 
Jr.  piano,  and  successfully  passed  her 
exam,  last  week. 

Marion  is  going  to  Queen's  next  year. 
We  all  wish  her  the  best  of  luck. 

Favourite  Ex. — Oh !  it  might  be 
worse. 

Hobby : — Eating  peanuts. 
Her  unassuming  air  conceals 
Hosts  of  ideas  and  worthy  ideals. 


Twenty  years  ago  in  the  city  of  Tor- 
onto "Polly"  Bowden  first  saw  the 
light  of  day.  Her  early  education  was 
received  in  a  public  school,  but  for  her 
last  year  of  public  school  and  first  year 
of  high  school  she  attended  Branksome 
Hall.  In  1921  O.L.C.  welcomed  Polly 
to  the  Sophomore  Class.  After  two 
years  at  high  school  work  she  changed 
to  the  Domestic  Course.  This  year  she 
is  graduating  and  is  thinking  seriously 
of  attending  the  Technical  School  and 
also  taking  music.  We  all  wish,  her 
every  success  in  her  future  undertak- 
ings. 

Favourite  Expression:  —  "Did  you 
ever  try  shutting  up  Pauline?" 

Hobby : — Crusher  and  Crushies. 
She's  not  very  big  and  she's  not  very 
small 

But  say,  she's  a  pippin,  is  our  dearesc 
Paul. 


I'inic  h'oi  hi-T ltd 


Irma  Leola  Walker  was  born  in  In- 
gersoll,  Ont.,  on  the  fourth  of  March, 
1906.  At  the  age  of  three  years  she 
moved  to  Brownsville,  Texas,  where 
she  attended  public  and  High  Schools. 
She  delighted  the  students  and  guests 
of  Brownsville  High  School  with  the 
eloquence  in  which  she  delivered  the 
Salutatorian  address.  She  received  the 
honour  for  coming  second  highest  in 
her  school. 

Her  father  and  mother  are  Cana- 
dians and  while  spending  her  summer 
in  Canada  she  decided  to  come  to  O.L. 
C. 

Irma  has  been  taking  Commercial, 
and  although  she  is  making  a  brilliant 
success  of  it,  we  have  all  been  w^onder- 
ing  why  she  had  not  chosen  Domestic 
Science  course?  ?  ? 

Favourite  Expression : —  "  Oh  !  June 
bugs." 

Hobby : — Collecting  recipes. 


"Still  waters  run  deep." 

At  Vancouver  in  1906,  Isabel  first 
saw  the  vi^orld. 

In  order  to  keep  peace  in  the  house- 
hold they  had  to  send  her  at  an  early 
age  to  Lord  Kitchener  public  school. 
There,  like  a  true  heroine  she  eloped 
with  first  class  honours.  The  only  way 
to  give  the  others  a  chance  was  to  move 
her  into  High  School,  so  they  gave  her 
a  diploma  and  passed  her  on.  After  a 
few  years  they  packed  her  off  east 
to  O.L.C.  There  she  started  work  in 
earnest,  and  now  she  is  leaving  us  with 
flying  colours  as  an  M.E.L. 

Isabel  was  her  Senior  Class  repre- 
sentative for  the  Vox  and  has  well  rep- 
resented the  "brains"  of  the  Seniors. 

Favourite  Expression: — "Any  given 
number  of  words  in  the  English  Dic- 
tionary. ' ' 

Hobby — Leaving  her  hair  long  (for 
Commencement) . 
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Isabelle  she  was  christened  but  we 
know  her  better  as  Ikey  or  Maudie. 
Ikey  only  spent  eleven  years  in  her 
home  town,  where  she  went  to  public 
school,  while  the  rest  have  been  spent 
at  boarding  school.  First  she  went  to 
Alma  College,  St.  Thomas,  but  she  only 
stayed  there  a  year.  After  Alma  Ikey 
came  to  O.L.C.,  where  first  she  took 
her  Matric,  except  for  Algebra  and 
Greometry.  Oh !  Ike !  Three  times  and 
out.  Then  she  didn't  consider  herself 
well  enough  packed  with  knowledge, 
so  she  came  back  to  take  the  Household 
Science  course  and  has  chosen  Jubilee 
year  to  graduate. 

Favourite  Remark — "Hello  Cutums" 
Hobby: — Re-reading  Miss  Murchie's 
letters. 


listen  Mnaciii 

Torchy  was  born  in  Deseronto  in  the 
year  1905  on  December  7th.  She  was 
moved  to  Belleville  when  she  was  one 
year  old  and  her  home  has  been  there 
ever  since.  She  went  to  public  school 
in  Belleville  and  attended  high  school 
there  for  three  years. 

Torchy  has  spent  two  years  here  at 
0.  L.  C,  last  year  she  tried  her  pass 
matric,  and  this  year  she  has  been  tak- 
ing her  Honor  Matric.  Torch  takes  a 
•great  interest  in  sports,  last  year  she 
won  her  silver  medal  in  swimming,  and 
both  years  she  has  played  on  the  bas- 
ket ball  team. 

We  wish  her  every  success  and  hope 
the  future  may  hold  everything  won- 
derful for  her. 

Favourite  Ex. :  —  When  everyone  is 
trying  to  sleep — Oh !  that  mouse. 

Hobby — Making  over  clothes. 


I'lK/i'  Fill  t ihh'onr 


Maude  Girvin  was  born  in  Hamilton 
on  September  5th,  1903. 

When  five  years  old  she  became  a 
member  of  the  Kindergarten  class  at 
Stinscn  St.  School,  where  she  succ?ss- 
fnlly  passed  her  public  school  studies. 

During  the  first  three  years  of  the 
war,  at  which  time  she  was  attendinfi' 
the  Hamilton  Collegiate,  she  was  award- 
ed three  diplomas  for  faithful  patriotic 
work. 

As  an  0.  L.  C.  collegian  she  has  chos- 
en for  her  Major  course  "Dramatics'"' 
and  her  minor  subjects  are  Vocal  and 
French. 

Favourite  saying: — "I'll    do    it  oi 
bust." 
Hobby : — Voice  notes. 
"For  she  is  just  the  quiet  kind 
Whose  natures  never  vary." 


Mae  was  born  in  Stratford  and  has 
spent  all  h:r  life  there.  It  was  there 
she  received  her  public  school  educa- 
tion and  also  spent  a  year  in  Sitratford 
Collegiate.  In  September,  1922,  the 
doors  of  0.  L.  C.  were  opened  to  her. 
Her  work  at  once  began  in  the  House- 
hold Science  Dept.,  as  well  as  a  year  in 
vocal.  She  returned  this  year  to  con- 
tinue h:r  major  course  in  Household 
Science  and  she  is  among  our  Jubilee 
successful  graduates.  Mae  says  she 
hopes  to  continue  her  work  in  Victoria 
Hospital,  London. 

Favourite  Saying: — "When  did  they 
let  you  out?" 

Hobby — Writing  letters. 
When  e'er  I  hear  a  giggle  gay 
I  look  around  in  search  of  Mae. 


1  -ro 
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lEuflgn  mall 

Evelyn  was  born  on  May  17th,  1904, 
and  has  spent  most  of  her  life  in  Ma- 
gog, Que.,  where  she  attended  the  high 
school  for  four  years. 

Evelyn  has  graced  the  stately  old 
halls  of  O.L.C.  for  the  past  two  years. 
In  study  she  has  pursued  the  House- 
holr  Science  course. 

It  has  been  rumoured  around  that 
she  would  like  to  become  a  nurse,  but 
our  ideas  of  Evelyn  as  a  white-capped 
nurse  have  become  thwarted  by  reas- 
ons ])est  known  to  ourselves. 

We  are  sorry  that  we  are  going  to 
lose  our  librarian  who  has  proved  her- 
self very  faithful  to  the  readers  of  this 
year. 

We  are  sure  Evelyn  will  be  well  lik- 
ed where  ever  her  desire  takes  her,  and 
we  assure  her  of  our  best  wishes. 
Favourite  Expression — "Oh!  boy!" 
ITobby  : — Visiting  the  Nurse. 


Better  known  as  "Issie"  is  one  of 
our  Brant  ford  girls.  It  was  in  her  own 
home  town  that  she  received  her  pub- 
lic school  training  and  passed  very  suc- 
cessfully her  Honor  Matrie  exams. 

In  September,  1923,  O.L.C.  was  hon- 
ored by  having  her  registered  as  one  of 
hsr  students.  She  has  taken  the  two 
year  commercial  course  in  one  and  has 
received  honoiirs  in  her  Intermediate 
piano  exam. 

Issie  is  an  all  round  sport  and  has  a 
smile  for  everyone.  She  has  taken  an 
active  part  on  the  basket  ball  team, 
and  has  been  gym.  manager. 

Next  year  she  intends  going  to  uni- 
versity where  she  will  uphold  the  fam- 
ily reputation  by  studying  hard. 

Favourite  Expression:  ■ —  "Hot  can- 
ary." 

Hobby — Toe-dancing  between  third 
and  fourth  warning. 


l^ayc  Forly-Hix 


It  was  a  cold  winter  night  when  first 
Lorna  was  Icnown  in  this  world. 

Lorna  was  born  23rd  January,  1902. 
She  began  her  school  career  at  the 
ag'e  of  seven  when  she  attended  public 
school  in  her  home  town,  Woodstock, 
and  then  entered  High  School  at  14  for 
one  and  a  half  years.  She  came  to  0. 
L.  C.  four  years  ago  and  took  Third 
Form  work.  The  next  year  she  took 
her  partial  Matric,  music,  art  aud  de- 
signing. Last  year  Lorna  went  to  Mac- 
donald  Institute,  Guelph,  where  lots  of 
things  happened  that  we  hardly  imag- 
ined of  Lorna.  This  year  Lorna  came 
back  to  graduate  in  Household  Science. 
She  also  has  been  taking  piano  and  vo- 
cal. We  all  wish  Lorna  the  greatest 
success  in  the  years  to  follow. 

Favourite  Expression: — "Good  Hea- 
vens." 

Hobby — Keeping  track  of  those  at  O. 
A.  C. 


Mabel  Roulston  known  to  some  of  us 
as  "Kink"  was  born  in  Amagh,  Tyrone 
County,  Ireland,  in  1906,  where  she  liv- 
ed for  six  years.  She  attended  the  kin- 
dergarten of  Miss  Wilson's  school  be- 
fore her  departure  for  Philadelphia, 
spending  two  years  at  school  there. 
After  this  she  moved  to  Toronto  and 
proceeded  with  her  education  at  Wil- 
liamson Rd.  school.  Not  being  satis- 
fied, as  yet,  Mabel's  family  decided  to 
move  again.  This  time  they  came  to 
the  important  town  of  Whitby,  where 
Mabel  took  her  partial  Matric  at  High 
School.  Last  but  far  from  least  Mabel 
came  to  O.L.C.  and  took  her  Jr.  Com- 
mercial, and  we  were  all  glad  to  see  her 
back  in  the  Fall  to  graduate. 

Favourite  Expression  : — ' '  Am  I  very 
late?    Has  the  bell  'gone?" 

Hobby : — Getting  to  school  on  time 
ill  the  afternoon. 


Pinii-  I'orfi/Scrcn 


iorottjg  fin 


A  little  cramming ;  a  time  to  be  witty 
A  lot  of  eats  and  you  have  pity. 
Hamilton  has  the  nam^  of  "Mother 
City  of  Celebrities"  in  O.L.C.    For  vis- 
ible proof,  gaze  upon  our  "pessimistic 
Pitty." 

Born  in  Hamilton  nearly  twenty 
years  ago  she  attended  the  Collegiate 
in  that  city  and  later  Kingsthorpe 
School,  in  both  places  winning  the  title 
of  "professional  darling."  At  0.  L.  C. 
by  her  good  nature  and  lovable  dispos- 
ition she  has  still  remained  a  darling. 
For  two  years  she  has  taken  the  Dom- 
estic Science  Course  and  has  been  its 
most  efficient  secretary. 

Her  favourite  saying: — "Thank  the 
Pope." 

Favourite  Expression: —  "Men  may 
come  and  men  may  go,  but  I  go  on  for- 
ever." 

Hobby  : — Dentyne  and  Spearmint. 


The  earlier  part  of  her  career 

Was  spent  in  school  in  Whitby  here 

She  won  honours  in  everything 

Matric  and  all, 
Ne'er  o'er  anj'thing  would  she  fall; 
In  athletic  matters  she's  there  on  the 
spot, 

To  play  her  part  well,  it  matters  not 
what ; 

And  with  this  spirit  she  has  done  so 
well. 

That  now  behind  her  name  tiaunts  M. 
E.  L. 

"A  pal  that's  worth  having,  a  sport 

through  and  through 
A  hand  that  is  willing,  a  heart  that  is 

true." 

Favourite  Expression: — "Oh  say." 
Hobby: — Sports  and  more  sports. 


(if/c  h'di  I ti-I'ligli  l 


Alleyne  Meyers  first  entered  the  por- 
tals of  O.L.C.  in  1921.  She  was  born  in 
Listowel  19  years  ago.  She  moved  to 
Woodstock  and  attended  public  school 
and  in  her  13th  year  entered  St.  Mar- 
garet's College,  Toronto. 

During  her  first  year  at  O.L.C.  her 
major  course  was  Third  Form  High 
School,  but  she  changed  her  ambition 
and  is  now  graduating  in  Household 
Science. 

Alleyne  has  always  been  willing  to 
lend  a  helping  hand  and  we  shall  sure- 
ly miss  her  next  year  in  the  gym.  after 
dinner. 

Favourite  Expression:  • —  "Oh!  for 
heaven's  sake." 

Hobby — 'Doing  Dietetics. 

We  may  live   without   friends,  we 

may  live  without  looks 
But  civilized  men  cannot  live  without 

cooks. 


Rome  was  born  in  Toronto  in  1906. 
She  attended  Brown's  school  till  they 
handed  her  a  certificate  and  pushed  her 
into  Oakwood  C.  I.  "Rosie"  as  she 
was  called  then  held  office  on  Oak- 
wood  Oracle  staff.  She  entered  O.  L.  C. 
September,  1922. 

Rome 's  hobby  is  extremely  queer ;  she 
wickedly  rips  and  slices  up  her  best 
dresses  and  sticks  them  together  up- 
side down. 

Her  Scotch  ancestry  is  shown  in  her 
favorite  expression  "By  the  great  hor- 
ned spoon." 

' '  Rome ' '  is  extremely  clever,  she  only 
has  to  gaze  at  a  thing  and  she  knows 
it  from  A.  to  Z.  Geometry  is  a  play- 
thing ;  science,  well  its  unspeakably 
simple. 

Her  next  year  will  be  taken  with 
highest  honors  at  Vic. 
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Uprna  Mams 


Many  years  ago  among-  the  girls  who 
made  the  College  their  home  was  one 
who  later  became  Mrs.  Jackson  and 
who  in  turn  wishing  her  daughter  to 
have  the  same  privileges  sent  Helen  to 
O.L.C.  Helen  has  lived  in  Whitby  all 
her  life  attending  the  public  school  and 
later  Whitby  High  School,  where  she 
was  editor  of  the  school  paper.  Last 
year  Helen  passed  her  Matriculation 
and  this  year  is  graduating  iu  the  M.E. 
L.  course  at  the  age  of  19  years.  She 
has  also  shown  herself  to  be  a  good 
sport,  having  received  her  colours  on 
the  Senior  Basket  Ball  team,  where  she 
was  a  forward.  Next  year  she  intends 
to  lead  a  gay  life  in  Toronto  at  the  Uni- 
versity.   Au  revoir  Helen ! 

Favourite  Expression: —  "Oh!  isn't 
that  pretty!" 

Hobby  : — Making  tea  biscuits. 


Verna  Jone-^ — or  Joiiesy  as  we  know 
her,  was  wafted  into  this  glorious  world 
in  1903  at  Merlin,  Ontario.  She  spent 
her  public  school  days  in  this  romantic 
little  village  and  took  her  High  School 
work  in  London.  Piano  is  her  "Major," 
however,  and  she  has  done  wonders  in 
passing  from  "Elementary"  to  attack- 
ing "A.T.C.M."  in  tive  years.  Verna 
will  probably  return  to  O.L.C.  for  1924- 
25,  to  make  further  advance  in  her 
chosen  calling. 

Her  Hobby — Collecting  colored  hand- 
kerchiefs. 

Her  Favorite  Pursuit — Studying  Psy- 
chology. 


Edna  came  to  O.L.C.  in  September, 
1922,  beginning  her  Dietitian's  course. 
She  was  born  in  Pt.  Bnrwell  in  1902 
and  received  her  public  and  high  school 
education  there. 

She  returned  to  O.L.C.  this  year  for 
the  closing  term  to  finish  her  course 
and  graduate,  but  during  the  winter 
months  she  took  her  pupil  dietitian 
course  in  London  Hospital. 

We  all  wish  Edna  every  success  in 
her  future  work. 

Favourite  Expression :  —  "I  know 
that  I  will  get  mail  to-day." 

Hobby  : — Writing  letters. 

"She's  taking  dietetics,  folks  say  she 
does  it  well 

She'll  be  a  dietitian  soon — well  may- 
be who  can  tell." 


Doris  Marjorie  Wright  was  born  in 
Tweed,  Ont.,  on  the  20th  of  February, 
1905. 

At  an  early  age  she  attended  public 
school  in  Tweed  and  it  wasn't  long  be- 
fore she  had  mastered  all  the  problems 
and  difficulties  of  school  life  and  was 
trying  her  entrance. 

Her  high  school  days  were  spent  in 
the  big-  city  of  Brighton,  Ont.,  during 
her  second  year  of  high  school  work. 

Since  coming  to  us  she  has  been  tak- 
ing the  Household  Science  course,  and 
because  of  her  great  success  in  this 
work,  in  the  near  future  will  be  mak- 
ing some  man  good  looking  with  her 
wonderful  cooking. 

Favourite  Expression:  —  "Blow  off 
steam,  I'm  nearly  squelched." 

Hobby : — Doing  Art  Needle  Work. 
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Londesboro  has  the  honour  of  being 
llie  birthplace  of  this  talented  young 
lady,  hi  Kingston  she  gained  her  pub- 
lic and  high  school  education,  taking 
her  Jr.  Matric  last  year  when  she  was 
fifteen.  Then  she  came  to  Whitby.  She 
found  fresh  fields  to  conquer  for  lo  and 
behold  this  year  she  wrote  otT  all  her 
theory  and  has  taken  the  gold  medal  in 
A.T.C.M.  piano. 

Ruth  has  not  decided  what  she  will 
do  next  year,  but  in  the  light  of  her 
present  achievements  we  are  sure  that 
nothing  can  prevent  her  from  making 
a  success  of  whatever  she  tries. 

Favorite  Expression: — "Good  grief." 

Hobby: — Learning  musical  history. 
A  happy  heart,  a  brilliant  mind 
Sympathetic,  true  and  kind. 


Seven  years  ago  there  appeared  in 
0.  L.  C.  a  blue-eyed,  long-haired  little 
girl  with  a  big  name,  Madeleine  Hughes 
Charles,  who  has  made  the  college  her 
home  ever  since. 

Madeleine  indeed  knows  the  school 
well  as  she  has  gone  throu'gh  every 
grade  from  the  Sr.  Third  to  Matricula- 
tion, and  this  year  has  taken  the  Two- 
year  Commercial  course  with  splendid 
results. 

Until  this  year  "Mad"  had  been  the 
star  forward  on  the  Basketball  Team 
but  Mr.  Farewell  stole  her  from  us,  say- 
ing that  she  was  too  busy  to  play. 
Madeleine  has  won  the  silver  medal  in 
swimming,  as  well  as  excelling  in  other 
sports. 

Favourite  Ex.: — "Suffering  cats!" 
Hobby : — Looking  for  Rome. 


l'(if/r  Fiflij-Tirij 


Marjorie  Carss  came  into  this  fair 
land  of  ours  in  February,  1903,  in  the 
town  of  Orillia. 

At  the  age  of  seven  her  mother 
decided  that  the  right  place  for  wee 
Marjorie  was  under  "Ev's"  wing  at  the 
Orillia  public  school.  There  she  stayed 
till  she  got  her  entrance ;  then  off  to 
High  School  she  went.  In  1921  Ev.  came 
to  O.L.C.  and  after  two  years  raving  of 
its  wonders  Marjorie  capitulated  and 
arrived  at  this  famous  centre  in  Janu- 
ary, 1923. 

This  year  Marjorie  was  our  efficient 
Athletic  President. 

Marjorie  is  always  ready  when  it 
comes  to  work  and  we  wish  her  all  man- 
ner of  success  in  her  future  career, 
whatever  it  may  be. 


—  "Oh 


Favourite  Expression 
kids." 

Hobby  : — Sewing  on  buttons 


e-ee 


In  Toronto  on  October  12th,  1904,  a 
wee  miniature  of  the  Kay  we  know, 
opened  one  sleepy  eye. 

Since  then  Kay  has  come  safely 
through  all  the  troubles  and  ills  of 
childhood,  attended  Rosedale  public 
school  and  Branksome  IJall,  where  she 
spent  six  years  before  she  came  to  0. 
L.  C. 

Now  after  four  years  here  she  is  a 
member  of  our  Jubilee  graduating 
class. 

Kay  has  been  Vice-President  oC  the 
Okticlos  Club  and  is  "Keeper  of  the 
Keys"  which  lock  the  S.  C.  M.  candy 
away  from  marauding  fingers. 

Hobby:  No  admittance  to  candy  cup- 
board. 

Favourite  Expression  —  "Oh!  for 
Pete 's  sake  ! ' ' 


Pvcic  Fifi  i/Thrce 


Albtna  (ibfrljoltzpr 

Albiiia  was  l)orn  in  the  growing  city 
of  Kitchener,  in  the  cold  month  of  De- 
cember, not  so  many  years  ago.  Liv- 
ing there  all  her  life  with  the  exception 
of  two  years  ago  when  she  moved  to 
her  sister's  home  in  Pefferlaw,  Ont., 
in  the  fall  of  1922  entered  0.  L.  C.  to 
qualify  for  the  Dietitian's  couse  in  her 
Junior  year.  Then  she  decided  to  come 
])ack  the  last  term  of  this  year  to  finish 
the  Domestic  course  and  'graduate.  We 
all  feel  sure  you'll  make  a  huge  suc- 
cess at  Wellesley  Hospital  when  you 
enter  in  the  fall,  and  we  hope  you'll 
love  your  wtork  there  as  much  as  you 
have  at  0.  L.  C. 

Favourite  Expression: —  "Open  the 
window,  it's  stutfy  in  here." 

Mol)l)y  : — Wi'iting  twenty  page  let- 
ters to  Bill. 


Hazel  or  better  still  "Ottie"  first 
heard  the  birds  sing  in  little  old  Port 
Hope  in  1905,  Init  claims  Montreal  as 
her  home  town.  Before  entering  our 
college  walls  Hazel  was  a  pupil  at 
Strathcona  Academy  in  Montreal. 
Then  she  came  to  O.L.C.  where  she 
started  in  at  the  Domestic  Science 
course  and  is  graduating  in  Jubilee 
year.  Jolly,  good  natured,  and  lovable 
is  our  "Dizzy"  and  we  are  very  sorry 
that  she  is  not  to  be  with  us  next  year, 
but  we  wish  her  the  very  best  of  suc- 
cess, and  here's  hoping  there's  a  rock- 
ing chair  in  her  home. 

Favourite  Expression: — "Hey  Pitt!" 

Favourite  Pastime  —  Her  rocking 
chair. 

In  cloudy  weather  or  in  fair 
We  hope  she  has  a  rocking  chair. 


Pdcjc  h'il t !/-l''uur 


-Ji  \  \  /  ^  have  come  to  the  end  of  our  Senior  Year  at  College  and  to  the  time 
W  when  we  look  back  along  the  road  which  we  have  travelled,  a  road  which 
though  not  always  smooth  is  unforgettable.  We  have  had,  despite  the 
feverish  restlessness  of  the  world  beyond  the  gates  of  our  quiet  little  community, 
that  which  nothing  may  besmirch,  which  no  time  may  wrest  from  us, — a  happy 
normal  youth,  in  which  we  have  learned  much  from  both  within  and  without 
the  covers  of  our  school  books.  We  have  been  very  happy  most  of  the  year. 
We  have  had  laughter  and  friends  and  a  little  insight  into  great  things.  And 
in  all  this  we  have  been  able  to  reach  up  sometimes  and  touch  God. 

This  for  us  is  the  time  not  only  of  farewells  but  of  thanksgiving.  We  feel 
very  humble  when  we  think  of  all  we  have  received  and  how  small  our  return 
can  be.  But  to  all  you  we  may  at  least  say  how  grateful  we  are.  The  Prin- 
cipals of  the  School  and  the  Faculty  have  give]i  us  justice  and  confidence  and 
enthusiasm  throughout  the  year.  They  have  been  our  friends.  Especially  do 
we  think  in  that  connection  of  Miss  Maxwell,  our  Honorary  President,  and  Miss 
Ball,  our  advisory  teacher,  who  in  all  the  many  demands  we  have  laid  upon 
them  have  never  failed  us  but  have  gone  more  second  miles  for  us  than  we  can 
ever  repay. 

In  our  President,  too,  we  have  found  a  strong  leader,  a  conscientious  and 
unfaltering  servant  to  our  class,  and  a  good  friend  to  us  all. 

But  it  is  to  the  Juniors  perhaps  that  we  would  speak  most  particularly. 
We  know  that  next  year  you  will  more  than  adequately  fill  our  place  because 
already  you  have  displayed  your  excellent  qualities  of  leadership  in  the  very 
manner  in  which  you  have  followed  us  and  upheld  us  this  year.  You  will  profit 
by  our  mistakes;  that  is  their  bright  side.  You  will  succeed  where  we  have 
failed.  We  know  all  these  things  and  we  are  glad  of  them.  We  ask  only  one 
thing  of  you.  Do  not  forget  us.  When  you  go  about  the  dear  familiar  duties 
that  have  been  ours  this  year,  when  you  hold  and  exercise  the  privileges  that 
we  have  had,  remember  we  loved  them  too,  and  keep  them  bright  and  unsullied 
for  our  sakes  as  well  as  your  own. 

As  to  our  Alma  Mater?  What  can  we  say?  Unlike  Cordelia.  We  love 
her  according  to  our  bond. 

In  the  years  to  come  we  may  not  do  her  honour  by  any  splendid  accomp- 
^  lishments  or  any  conspicuous  service  to  the  world,  but  if  folk  may  say  of  us 
sometime,  "These  women  live  good  and  lovely  lives  because  they  carry  a  little 
of  the  great  spirit  of  their  school  in  their  hearts,"  then  we  would  feel  that  we 
ai'e  indeed  worthy  of  our  place, — the  summit  of  fifty  years  of  honourable  tra- 
dition. 


(if/c  Fifhj-Hix 


/ 


While  holidaying  in  Paris  in  1934,  it  became  necessary  for  me  to  do  some 
shopping.  We  inquired  for  a  suitable  place  to  buy  evening  gowns  and  were 
directed  to  Madamoiselle  D'Angline,  Modiste  of  world-wide  renown.  Arriving 
at  the  pretentious  establishment  of  the  famous  modiste,  we  were  being  shown 
some  gowns  by  a  clerk,  when  we  heard  a  buzz  of  excitement  and  noticed  that 
all  eyes  were  directed  toward  the  doorway.  Someone  whispered,  "It  is  Madam- 
oiselle herself — appearing  in  one  of  her  own  creations."  A  dazzling  figure  in 
flame  colour  appeared  in  the  doorway.  As  she  came  near  me  I  gasped — surely 
1hat  slender  willowy  figure  could  not  be — and  yet  I  would  know  that  smile 
anywhere — it  must  be — yes  it  was  Marion  Anglin,  who  had  graduated  with  me 
from  O.L.C.  in  '24.  The  recognition  was  mutual,  and  we  engaged  in  conversa- 
tion. She  told  me  that,  always  being  fond  of  French,  she  had  married  a  French- 
man, so  she  would  not  grow  rusty  in  that  language.  They  had  gone  to  Paris  to 
live,  where  he  had  basely  deserted  her  and  eloped  with  a  chorus  girl.  Being 
stranded  in  a  foreign  country,  she  had  been  forced  to  make  her  own  living  and 
had  met  with  splendid  success,  as  I  could  perceive.  She  was  called  away  just 
then,  and  the  last  glimpse  I  had  of  my  old  school-mate  was  to  see  her  conversing 
excitedly  and  with  great  volubility  in  French  to  a  gentleman  who  was  selecting 
costumes  for  the  Paris  Follies. 


One  day  in  the  year  1937  I  was  driving  through  Belleville  and  going  at  quite 
a  speed  when  I  heard  a  motor  cycle  behind  me,  and  rightly  surmising  it  to  be 
a  speed  cop,  I  decided  I  might  as  well  stop  and  get  it  over  with,  as  break  my  neck 
trying  to  get  away.  I  therefore  stopped  the  car  and  got  out  to  confer  with  him, 
when  to  my  amazement  I  found  that  it  was  not  a  man  but  a  policewoman.  There 
seemed  to  be  something  vaguely  familiar  about  her  appearance,  but  her  uniform 
made  it  difficult  to  recall  who  she  was  or  where  I  had  seen  her  before.  She  was 
very  business-like  and  took  my  number  and  coolly  informed  me  that  I  would  be 
served  with  a  blue  paper..  Just  at  that  moment  it  dawned  on  me  who  she  was. 
It  was  Evelyn  Ball,  and  she  had  been  at  O.L.C.  in  '24.  Then  I  told  her  who 
I  waSj  and  instead  of  her  arresting  me  we  embraced  affectionately.  Of  course 
we  both  wanted  to  know  all  about  each  other,  so  she  left  her  motor  cycle  and 
got  into  the  car  with  me,  and  as  we  drove  along  she  told  me  her  storJ^  She  said 
she  had  married  after  leaving  school,  but  when  she  found  that  her  husband 
would  not  let  her  have  her  own  way  in  every  respect  and  all  the  time,  she  de- 
cided to  leave  him.  This  she  did,  but  he  followed  her  and  so  she  decided  there 
^  v/as  only  one  way  to  get  rid  of  him.  This  was  by  securing  such  a  position  that 
she  would  have  more  power  of  authority  than  he  had.  She  thought  for  a  while 
and  then  an  idea  struck  her.  She  would  become  a  police  officer,  and  then  if  he 
interfered  she  could  arrest  him.  He  still  bothered  her  for  a  while  but  soon 
found  that  it  was  not  worth  while  to  be  locked  up  every  few  days,  so  he  had 
gone  away.  This  was  her  story.  I  then  asked  her  if  she  was  happy  now "?  She 
said, ' '  0,h,  yes,  quite.  You  see  now  I  can  do  as  I  please,  and  instead  of  being  told 
what  to  do  I  can  tell  other  people  and  if  they  object  I  can  oblige  them  to  obey." 
I  said  I  was  very  glad  I  had  met  her  and  told  her  that  if  I  was  again  caught 
for  exceeding  the  speed  limit  I  hoped  it  would  be  she  who  arrested  me. 


Pacit  FiftihX 


On  leaving  school  the  family  decided  to  travel  and  so  spend  the  winter.  We 
spent  the  first  two  weeks  in  New  York  taking  in  theatres  and  dances.  One 
evening  while  motoring  the  first  thing  that  attracted  our  attention  was  the 
bright  lights  flashing  off  and  on  at  the  Capitol  Theatre  advertising  the  world's 
greatest  toe  dancer,  namely,  ' '  Tip  Toes. ' '  This  sounding  very  good  we  decided 
to  go.  On  reaching  the  theatre  a  beautiful  limousine  drew  up  behind  us  and  a 
girl  in  a  white  ermine  cape  stepped  from  the  car  and  I  immediately  surmised 
that  it  was  "Tip  Toes"  and  yet  she  seemed  very  familiar,  but  I  couldn't  at 
the  time  recall  who  she  was.  We  sat  in  a  box  seat  very  near  the  stage  and  we 
had  hardly  been  there  ten  minutes  when  the  curtain  rose  and  the  lights  went 
out  with  the  exception  of  the  footlights — while  the  music  was  very  low  the 
beautiful  "Tip  Toes"  entered  wearing  a  ballet  costume  of  different  coloured 
georgette  and  a  head  dress  of  brilliants  and  ostrich  feathers.  I  recognized  as 
she  smiled  that  it  was  Jessie  Bell.  Her  first  dance  was  that  of  the  Swan  which 
was  very  beautiful,  and  her  second  number  represented  "The  Awakening  of 
Spring"  accompanied  by  the  great  dancer  Cosloff.  In  this  dance  she  did  some 
wonderful  things,  and  I  could  hardly  realize  that  it  was  our  little  May  Queen 
who  was  so  daring  and  graceful.  After  the  performance  I  decided  I  would  go 
to  her  dressing  room  and  talk  over  old  times.  On  entering  the  room  she  flitted 
to  meet  me  and  oh  how  Jessie  had  changed — her  voice  was  very  gruff  and  as  she 
conversed  with  me  I  noticed  that  her  ideas  and  ambitions  had  changed  con- 
siderably. She  invited  me  to  her  apartments  and  we  had  a  very  enjoyable  time 
together. 


During  the  summer  of  1944,  being  bored  with  the  monotonous  social  activities 
of  the  city,  we  planned  for  a  change  to  regain  our  youth  at  a  quiet  lake-side 
boarding  lodge.  In  the  late  afternoon  we  arrived  at  our  destination  after  a  long, 
dusty  journey,  and  on  entering  the  door  we  were  greeted  with  savoury  odours 
from  the  kitchen,  which  roused  our  imagination  and  whetted  our  appetites.  Din- 
ner was  served  promptly,  which  was  certainly  agreeable  to  us.  Because  our 
arrival  was  considered  rather  an  event,  the  table  had  been  decorated  in  honour 
of  the  occasion  with  a  central  bowl  of  flowers  and  individual  place  cards.  The 
decorations,  the  manner  of  sei'ving,  the  variety  of  the  dishes,  the  whole  atmos- 
phere somehow,  seemed  strangely  familiar.  We  almost  imagined  ourselves  .  . 
where  was  it  that  we  had  chicken  dinners,  asparagus,  delicious  salads  and  ice 
cream  .  .  could  it  be  .  .  yes  .  .  it  wm  O.L.C.  In  the  midst  of  our 
meditations  a  loud  crash  resounded  from  the  kitchen,  and  a  screeching  voice  was 
raised  loudly,  ' '  You  little  scamp  !  Get  out  of  here ! ' '  And  into  the  room  rushed 
a  long,  lanky,  scrawly,  black  cat  followed  by  a  miscellaneous  array  of  arms  and 
legs  plus  a  mass  of  gaudy  colors  and  a  threatening  broom.  The  cat,  however, 
evaded  the  whirling  cyclone,  and  after  some  minutes  spent  in  various  gymn- 
astic movements,  the  cyclone  itself  settled  down  into  a  much  ruffled  and  sadly 
dilapidated  cook.  Upon  my  word!  .  .  was  it  .  .  could  it  really  be  .  . 
Yes !  it  was  our  former  classmate  of  '24 !  Pauline  Bowden,  sometimes  known  to 
us  as  Polly  or  Paul.  The  remainder  of  the  meal  was  spent  in  relating  to  us 
her  experiences  as  a  cook  since  leaving  O.L.C.  At  the  end  of  the  summer  we 
left,  our  party  going  back  to  the  city,  Pauline  remaining  to  cook,  and  cook,  and 
cook. 


In  the  year  1954,  when  I  was  travelling  through  the  United  States,  I  stop- 
ped at  a  little  way  station  between  New  York  and  Kalamazoo  by  the  name  of 
Boston.  Just  before  I  left  the  train  at  the  Boston  Junction,  I  saw  a  rather  stout, 
short  woman  with  very  straight  fair  hair,  cut  extremely  short,  accompanied  by 
a  little  French  Poodle  dog.  Somehow,  in  the  rush  to  get  off  the  train,  the  dog 
was  separated  from  its  mistress,  and  I  heard  a  very  deep  voice  calling  "Juicy, 
Juicy.'.'  Then  from  somewhere  in  the  background  came  a  short  growl  and  a 
tiny  bark.  I  thought,  ' '  Oh  where  have  I  heard  that  name ! "  My  mind  carried 
me  back  to  my  old  school,  the  Ontario  Ladies'  College,  where  I  spent  many 
happy  hours,  I  realized  that  the  dog 's  owner  was  indeed  my  old  class-mate  Isabel 
Brewster,  but  so  changed !  No  twinkle  in  the  eye,  no  freckles,  no  pretty  curly 
hair.  It  had  been  perfect  ages  since  I  had  last  seen  her,  and  it  was  great  to  see 
her  again.  I  made  myself  known  and  talked  until  the  train  pulled  out.  She 
told  me  that  she  had  been  very  undecided  about  marriage  and  concluded  that 
rather  than  take  the  risk  of  disagreement  and  unhappiness  be  an  old  maid  and 
have  a  dog,  giving  it  a  name  of  cherished  memory.-  We  had  much  in  common, 
and  before  we  knew  it  our  one  minute  was  up,  and  as  we  left  each  other  with 
a  farewell  word,  she  seemed  to  be  her  old  self  again. 

Last  Friday,  as  we  walked  along  a  certain  street  we.  came  upon  a  small, 
dingy  cottage,  and  there  perceived  a  sign  inviting  all  to  enter  and  to  have  their 
features  revealed  by  palm  reading,  cards  and  crystal  gazing.  My  friend,  name- 
ly, Kay  Corrigan,  was  extremely  anxious  to  gaze  into  the  sparkling  crystal  and 
to  learn  what  good  fortune  had  in  store  for  her.  Kay  eagerly  looked  into  the 
glass  and  could  not  see  anything,  but  as  the  woman  looked  she  saw  many  things. 

A  little  farm  house  by  a  road  side,  set  back,  nearly  hidden  hy  unruly  trees 
and  tall  grasses  gradually  formed  the  picture.  When  evening  came  with  its 
peaceful  shadows,  and  as  the  happy  family  were  enjoying  their  dinner,  suddenly 
there  was  heard  a  violent  knocking  on  the  door.  A  messenger  rushed  in  announc- 
ing war  between  Russia  and  Great  Britain,  and  that  Jack  must  leave  his  happy 
home  and  join  the  forces,  so  saying  he  hurried  on  to  the  next  farmhouse.  The 
following  morning  the  husband  wends  his  Avay  along  the  dusty  road  to  protect 
his  heart-broken  wife.  As  time  goes  on  the  strain  of  worry  and  fear  of  her 
husband's  safety  shows  itself  in  the  pale,  thin  face  and  tired  eyes.  One  day 
the  light  shone  again  in  her  eyes  and  at  evening  she  leaves  the  little  cot,  locking 
the  door  behind  her.  She  mounted  a  horse  and  followed  the  path  that  her  hus- 
band had  taken.  The  scene  changed  to  a  dugout,  where  all  is  in  a  turmoil  and 
excitement.  The  British  are  losing  ground  every  hour,  and  are  about  to  be 
defeated.  All  appears  to  be  lost  when  a  young  officer  rushes  in  and  begs  to  be 
given  control  of  the  fighting  forces.  The  General,  in  utter  despair,  grants  the 
wish  of  this  gallant  officer,  who  came  to  him  with  every  expectation  of  victory 
as  Joan  of  Arc  had  done  many  years  before. 

That  night  news  came  of  victory.  The  King  sent  for  this  unknown  deliv- 
erer, and  before  thousands  of  spectators  bestowed  upon  the  youth  the  title  of 
"Duke  of  York"  to  which  the  officer  replied :  " Your  Honor,  it  must  be  Duch- 
ess." Here  the  spell  broke  as  Kay  uttered  a  half  frightened  cry.  The  crystal 
gazer  was  unable  to  continue  and  thus  left  in  dazed  silence.  It  is  my  sincere 
wish  that  I  may  live  to  see  the  day  when  my  class-mate  will  realize  the  promise 
of  her  future,  and  so  build  up  the  history  of  a  great  nation. 
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One  day  I  was  travelling  along  through  the  country  near  Belleville  when 
suddenly  my  car  gave  two  or  three  queer  coughs  and  just  naturally  died.  Since 
I  knew  absolutely  nothing  about  cars,  and  the  weather  being  fearfully  hot,  I 
decided  that  the  nearest  farm-house  was  my  only  hope.  When  I  came  to  it  I 
noticed  beyond  the  house  a  woman  with  rolled  stockings  pitching  hay  upon  a 
wagon  Avith  such  vigour  that  I  was  quite  fascinated  by  the  sight,  and  I  wondered 
how  anyone,  let  alone  a  fat  woman,  could  be  so  energetic  on  such  a  warm  day. 
I  walked  over  and  spoke  to  her  and  suddenly  found  that  it  was  my  old  friend 
Madeleine  Charles.  She  told  me  that  having  met  the  younger  son  of  the  Hon. 
Cecil  Jones  in  New  York  she  had  married  him  with  the  idea  that  they  would 
faiTn,  but  when  they  arrived  in  Canada  his  heart  had  suddenly  become  bad  and 
he  could  do  nothing,  so  she  had  to  turn  in  and  do  the  work  herself.  We  started 
for  the  house  and  then  she  remembered  the  load  of  hay,  and,  hurrying  back,  got 
a  step-ladder  and  hastily  mounted  the  waggon,  inviting  me  to  follow.  This  I 
preferred  not  to  do  as  the  load  looked  topply.  When  we  arrived  at  the  house 
I  saw  a  tall,  lanky  man  lying  on  the  ground  under  a  tree  reading  and  smoking 
contentedly ;  near  him  was  a  box  of  Smiles  'n  Chuckles.  As  she  presented  him 
(,o  me  he  gave  me  a  long  look  through  his  monocle.  I  found  him  very  nice  but 
extremely  affected.  He  explained  to  Mad.  that  he  hadn't  washed  the  dishes  as 
it  was  so  "wawm,  don'tcher  know."  As  we  entered  the  house  Mad.  told  me  that 
farming  was  not  conducive  to  slenderness,  so  she  intended  to  return  to  O.L.C. 
to  discipline  herself  in  a  rigorous  course  of  "push"  under  the  careful  guidance 
of  Miss  Ball. 


In  1940  my  friend  and  I  decided  to  visit  Europe.  We  travelled  slowly  on 
the  way.  We  went  over  England  and  finally  arrived  in  Paris.  We  went  to  the 
home  of  one  of  my  friends  who  had  married  a  Frenchman,  and  was  living  there. 
That  night,  in  looking  through  the  paper,  I  saw  that  the  famous  dancer,  Mad- 
ame Cremazie,  was  to  be  at  the  Royal  Theatre.  I  had  never  had  the  pleasure 
of  seeing  Madame  dance,  and  having  heard  a  lot  about  her,  I  suggested  going. 
As  my  friend  had  not  seen  her  we  decided  to  go.  We  arrived  in  good  time  at 
the  theatre  and  anxiously  awaited  the  appearance  of  Madame  Cremazie.  At 
her  appearance  I  noticed  something  about  her  that  seemed  to  be  familiar,  and 
improbable  as  it  seemed  I  felt  that  I  had  met  her  before.  Still  I  kept  watching 
her — and  she  was  certainly  worth  watching— as  she  came  up  to  all  I  had  heard 
of  her.  I  suddenly  remembered  where  I  had  met  her.  It  was  at  O.L.C;  we 
1^  were  in  the  same  graduating  class.  I  certainly  was  surprised,  and,  most  of  all, 
^  I  was  puzzled  at  the  change  of  her  name.  After  the  performance  I  went  to  her 
dressing  room.  She  did  not  recognize  me  at  first,  but  when  I  mentioned  O.L.C. 
siie  became  very  animated.  While  talking  she  told  me  something  of  what  she 
had  been  doing  since  she  left  O.L.C.  She  had  fallen  desperately  in  love  with 
a  young  Frenchman  and  had  married  against  her  parents'  wishes."  Her  husband 
soon  deserted  her  and  left  her  desolate,  and  Marj.  being  too  proud  to  ask  help 
of  her  parents,  had  changed  her  name  and  gone  on  the  stage.  We  talked  a  long 
time,  and  having  planned  to  see  her  again  soon,  I  left  and  joined  my  friends. 


Page  Sixty-Two 


il«tl|  (Ewrry 


I  was  rattling  down  the  avenue  in  my  eight-cylindered  Ford  one  wai-ni  day 
in  June,  thinking  of  the  years  I  had  spent  as  a  Senior  in  the  halls  of  O.L.C. 
No  doubt  the  girls  were  even  now  looking  forward  to  the  Diamond  Anniversai-y. 
Suddenly  the  discords  of  a  hand  organ,  tuned  perhaps  in  the  days  of  my  im- 
aginings, pierced  my  ear-drums,  and  jumping  from  my  car  I  angrily  strode  to- 
wards the  offender.  When  I  drew  near  I  found  the  performer  leaning  against 
the  silent  policeman  in  the  middle  of  the  pavement  while  with  one  hand  she 
powdered  her  nose  and  with  the  other  she  ground  out  Greig's  "Wedding  Day." 
I  blinked,  for  the  organ  grindress  bore  a  decided  resemblance  to  our  gold  med- 
allist of  '24,  Ruth  Curry.  She  looked  up,  startled,  and  clutching  me  with  one 
hand  and  her  organ  and  monkey  with  the  other,  dragged  us  all  across  the  street 
to  the  park,  saying,  as  she  dodged  street  cars  and  motors  that  she  would  tell 
me  of  her  ambitions  for  the  years  to  eome.  In  six  years  if  she  studied  hard  her 
teacher  hoped  that  she  would  be  able  to  try  her  examinations  in  the  Hand 
Organ  Introductory  School.  When  this  was  accomplished  she  intended  to  lecture 
on  her  personal  experiences  to  encourage  students  of  the  Hand  Organ.  Ruth 
sighed  when  she  finished,  for  before  her  were  years  of  hard  labour.  Work  had 
never  been  easy  for  her.  I  thanked  her  on  behalf  of  the  Principals,  Staff  and 
Students  of  O.L.C,  for  upholding  the  honour  of  the  school,  and  inspired  by  her 
efforts,  passed  on  my  way. 


While  I  was  spending  my  third  honeymoon  in  London,  I  found  among  my 
mail  one  morning  an  invitation  from  H.R.H.  P.  of  W.  to  join  him  in  his  box  at 
the  opera  that  evening  at  "II  Trovatore. "  I  accepted  the  invitation  finding 
that  I  was  free.  I  resigned  myself  to  being  more  or  less  bored,  as  "II  Trova- 
tore" did  not  rouse  my  interest  very  much.  I  didn't  bother  looking  over  the 
cast,  but  I  looked  over  the  audience  really  more  interested  in  the  fashions  than 
in  the  opera.  The  curtain  rose  with  a  little  flutter  of  kid  gloves  like  rain  on  a 
tin  roof — the  opera  had  begun.  The  costumes  were  ordinary,  the  scenery  was 
the  same,  my  interest  was  languid,  and  I  suppressed  my  yawns,  thinking  of  the 
numerous  other  things  I  might  have  been  doing.  All  of  a  sudden  a  voice  smote 
upon  my  ear,  a  golden  voice  that  awoke  me  from  my  reverie.  I  looked  at  the 
prima  donna,  there  was  nothing  familiar  about  her;  I  looked  at  the  program, 
that  didn 't  help  any ;  where  had  I  heard  that  voice  before !  I  though  over  all 
the  operas  I  had  heard,  but  I  couldn't  place  it.  I  looked  at  the  prima  donna 
again,  she  was  tall  with  straight  hair  done  rather  severely  at  the  back  of  her 
iiead — nothing  familiar  there,  but  I  decided  to  go  back  and  speak  with  her. 
After  the  opera  I  waited  for  a  long  time,  it  seemed  hours,  and  at  last  I  had  a 
minute  with  her.  As  I  walked  into  the  room  she  looked  at  me  with  a  light  of 
recognition  dawning  in  her  eyes,  and  then  threw  herself  into  my  arms,  and  I 
knew  at  last  that  it  must  be  my  old  affectionate  friend  Torch,  who  roomed  next 
to  me  at  O.L.C.  in  1924,  and  it  was  there  that  I  had  heard  that  voice  carolling 
with  the  birds  in  the  early  morning.  Torch  told  me  that  she  had  decided  on 
her  vocal  career  at  O.L.C,  she  had  so  enjoyed  singing  the  Senior  Song,  and  she 
thought  of  the  pleasure  she  could  give  to  the  world  through  her  voice.  So  I  left 
her  happy  in  her  chosen  profession. 


I  am  in  the  "Eagle,"  planing  across  the  Atlantic  to  France.  Gazing 
through  small  port  holes  at  the  flying  clouds,  I  become  aware  of  other  wings 
near  ours.  A  pair  of  goggles  seems  to  stand  out  from  the  khaki  trappings  and 
behind  them  soft  brown  eyes  gaze  out  into  the  space  beyond.  They  haunt  me, 
and  stir  memories  that  are  sweet.  Leila  Marie  was  her  only  passenger  and  our 
planes  rush  through  the  clouds.  A  race  such  as  I  will  never  experience  again 
is  run  across  the  ocean  to  a  field  in  France.  The  rival  plane  swoops  and  turns, 
coaxing  our  pilot  to  as  daring  deeds.  We  gasp  at  the  perfect  control  and  mar- 
vellous  skill  of  the  other  pilot.  I  long  for  the  moment  when  I  shall  be  able 
to  see  that  person  who  is  awakening  such  memories.  We  glide  lower  and  I  step 
expectantly  out  and  hurry  to  the  other  plane..  The  brown  eyes  laugh  through 
the  goggles.  Who,  oh !  who  owns  those  eyes  and  such  a  reckless  dashing  disposi- 
tion? The  pilot  slowly  removes  the  cap  and  goggles — Ikey — my  dear  little  gen- 
tle Domestic! — the  first  woman  pilot  to  cross  the  Atlantic! — the  reckless  pilot 
who  raced  us  from  Canada  to  France — and  won !  Oh !  what  an  undreamed  of 
future.  I  gasp  and  wonder  what  other  daring  exploits  lie  ahead  of  those  brown 
eyes.  And  to  complete  the  picture,  a  lone  passenger  stepped  from  the  plane — 
Miss  Murchie ! 


On  a  trip  to  Czecho-Slovakia,  I  had  to  stop  in  the  little  town  of  Watsonovitch 
to  have  some  necessary  repairs  made  to  my  aeroplane.  It  was  almost  dark,  and 
finding  the  town  deserted,  I  was  at  a  loss  to  know  how  to  spend  the  night.  Sud- 
denly I  was  arrested  by  a  glaring  globe  of  one  of  the  shops  striped  with  coral 
silver  and  blue.  Where  had  I  seen  these  colour  before  ?  Now  I  remember ;  those 
Avere  the  colors  of  the  Senior  Class  of  '24  at  O.L.C.  It  was  too  great  an  oppor- 
tunity to  help  slip,  so  I  peered  into  the  window.  There  I  beheld  a  woman  sitting 
at  a  desk,  reading  and  evidently  enjoying — could  it  be  Horace?  So  I  sounded 
tlie  knocker  and  went  in.  Vaguely  familiar  was  the  orderly  arrangement  of  the 
shop ;  not  a  chair  out  of  place,  not  a  picture  crooked.  Declaring  I  was  a  stranger 
to  the  town  I  asked  her  how  I  might  spend  the  night  pleasantly. 

"The  Ernestine  Orchestra  is  giving  a  recital  tonight,"  she  replied.  "Won't 
you  come  with  me?  I  have  two  complimentary  tickets  which  the  leader  of  the 
orchestra  gave  me."  She  spoke  so  earnestly  that  I  felt  I  should  offend  her 
if  I  refused.  After  all  I  might  as  well  listen  to  the  concert  as  go  elsewhere,  so 
we  started  out.  I  noticed  she  had  a  Canadian  accent  and  I  asked  her  if  she 
^  had  ever  visited  Canada.  "Visited  Canada!  why  my  dear  woman  I  was  born 
^  there  and  went  to  school  at  O.L.C,"  she  exclaimed.  "O.L.C."  I  gasped,  "I  went 
there  too."  Suddenly  light  began  to  dawn  on  me.  "Can  it  be  possible  you  are 
Ijois  Newberry  who  went  to  school  with  me?"  Well,  it  was  Lolie  all  right,  and 
not  so  very  much  changed  either.  Of  course  I  wanted  to  know  what  Lolie  had 
been  doing  since  I  last  saw  her.  She  said  she  had  been  married  but  had  been 
forced  to  get  a  divorce  from  her  husband  because  he  could  not  part  his  hair 
straight.  Then  she  had  taken  up  interior  decorating  here  in  Czecho-Slovakia, 
attracted  to  this  little  town,  no  doubt,  by  its  possibilities,  and  was  doing  famous- 
ly. At  the  same  time  we  both  remembered  the  recital,  but  it  was  far  too  late 
now,  so  we  said  good-night  and  good-bye. 
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It  was  the  regular  meeting  of  the  Ladies'  Aid  Society  held  in  the  Methodist 
Parsonage  of  a  western  town.  The  business  of  the  meeting  had  been  attended 
to  and  the  ladies  were  seated  in  little  groups,  chatting  over  their  teacups.  One 
of  these  groups  particularly  attracted  my  attention.  It  consisted  of  four  elderly 
ladies,  one  of  whom  was  commanding  the  conversation,  while  the  others  listened 
eagerly,  at  times  making  startled  interjections.  I  could  not  help  overhearing, 
and  I  soon  found  out  that  all  had  been  members  of  the  Graduating  Class  of 
O.L.C.  of  1924,  and  that  the  chief  speaker  had  just  returned  from  attending 
the  100th  Jubilee  celebration,  and  was  narrating  her  experiences  to  her  former 
class-mates.  Suddenly  her  listeners  started  up  in  amazement  and  horror. 
''What,"  they  ejaculated  in  a  chorus,  "Norah  Holden,  a  gym  teacher  at  her  age! 
Why  she  must  be  nearly  seventy, ' '  and  they  all  sat  back  in  their  chairs  and  gasp- 
ed. "Yes,"  the  speaker  continued,  "she  is  a  gymn.  teacher  at  the  O.L.C.  and 
is  as  active  as  any  of  her  pupils.  In  fact  she  is  remarkably  well  preserved.  She 
is  a  picture  in  her  curly  bobbed  hair,  now  of  course  quite  grey."  "But,"  asked 
one  of  the  listeners,  "What  in  the  world  induced  Norah  Holden  to  become  a 
gymn.  teacher?  "Well,"  explained  the  recent  visitor  of  O.L.C,  "it  was  this 
way.  You  all  remember  Norah 's  ambitions.  Right  after  leaving  O.L.C.  she 
went  to  T'oronto  University  where  she  enrolled  in  her  favorite  college,  U.C. 
She  specialized  in  English,  in  which  you  remember  she  excelled  at  O.L.C.  Fol- 
lowing her  graduation  from  U.  C,  in  pursuit  of  a  girlish  fancy  she  went  to  Me- 
G-ill  and  took  post  graduate  work.  But  alas,  her  sweet  dream  was  not  realized 
owing  to  some  reason  which  she  alone  knows.  And  so  she  commenced  on  Avhat 
she  thought  would  be  her  life  work,  the  imparting  of  a  knowledge  of  English 
t,o  the  ignorant  younger  generation.  But  something  was  wrong.  She  could  not 
enter  whole-heartedly  into  her  work  and  she  became  dissatisfied  with  life  and  her 
health  suffered.  This  was  due  to  a  longing  within  her  which  she  had  always 
stifled — a  longing  for  an  athletic  life.  Realizing  this,  she  threw  discretion  to 
the  winds,  and,  forgetting  all  her  earlier  ideals,  took  up  physical  culture  and 
found  that  it  was  just  what  she  needed.  So  well  did  this  life  suit  her  new 
nature  that  she  rapidly  succeeded  until  at  the  age  of  forty-five  she  had  become 
the  physical  instructress  of  her  Alma  Mater.  Under  her  direction  the  College 
became  famous  far  and  wide. 

I  had  an  opportunity  of  speaking  to  her  for  a  few  moments  and  was  very 
interested  to  discover  that  she  attributes  her  unusual  abilities  at  the  age  of  67 
to  one  fact — she  claimed  to  have  discovered  the  secret  of  eternal  youth — a  weekly 
visit  to  the  famous  beauty  expert  situated  in  the  centre  of  the  thriving  city  of 
Whitby.  Just  then  the  meeting  broke  up  and  the  ladies  moved  away  out  of  my 
hearing,  still  marvelling  at  the  unusual  career  of  their  old  class-mate. 


I 
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Drip,  drip,  clri]) — down  poui'cd  the  rain, — shucks —  just  the  day  before 
Commencement,  too,  and  all  my  hair  out  of  cui'l — did  that  mean  I  had  to  go  to 
Oshawa  to  have  the  wave  renewed? — that  had  been  our  fate  years  ago  when  I 
had  been  a  student.  I  related  my  tale  of  woe  to  those  in  authority.  They  con- 
soled me  l)y  telling  me  of  a  new  Beauty  Parlor  which  had  been  established  quite 
j'ceently  in  the  town  of  Whitby  itself.  I  immediately  took  the  radial  and  disem- 
barked myself  at  the  door  of  the  "Beauty  Parlor  of  the  Gym-nastic  Curlers." 
1  Vj)  the  long  stairs  I  wound  my  way,  and  when  I  reached  my  destination,  was 

graciously  told  that  I  would  have  to  wait  fifteen  minutes.  I  sat  down  in  a  lux- 
uvious  chair  and  listened  to  the  voices  which  buzzed  and  hummed  in  the  adjoin- 
ing apartment.  I  sat  gazing  around  and  noticed  the  white  panelled  walls,  with 
blue  drapes  at  the  windows.  The  room  was  spotlessly  clean  and  I  could  picture 
the  hairdi'esser.  Just  at  this  moment  of  my  reflections,  a  little  white-haired 
lady  came  up  to  me.  She  ushered  me  into  one  of  the  little  rooms  and  commenced 
to  curl  my  hair.  I  could  see  her  in  the  mirror  as  she  worked  and  her  face  lock- 
ed strangely  familiar.  As  she  was  almost  finished  curling  she  said,  "Oh,  isn't 
that  pretty?" — I  thought  to  myself — "where  have  I  heard  that  expression  be- 
foer?"  "Oh!  yes,"  Now  I  knew  wh}-  her  face  was  so  familiar — it  was  my 
classmate  Helen  Jackson.  Helen  recognized  me  immediately  and  asked  me  to 
spend  part  of  my  visit  at  her  home  and  to  meet  her  mammoth  Scotchman. 


In  1940,  while  travelling  through  the  eastern  countries,  having  a  very  en- 
joyable time,  I  thought  I  would  turn  aside  from  the  social  whirl  and  spend  some 
of  my  time  visiting  a  number  of  the  various  institutions  of  that  part  of  Indiay 
my  interest  being  more  for  the  old  people  than  the  educational  centres.  I 
was  very  anxious  to  visit  some  of  the  homes  for  the  aged  to  see  what  comforts 
and  conveniences  they  were  able  to  have. 

Upon  entering  one  building  the  thought  came  to  me  how  very  cosy  and  com- 
fortable it  appeared  to  be.  The  people  seemed  quite  content,  and  there  was  a 
general  feeling  of  friendship  throughout  the  building.  I  asked  if  I  might  see 
some  of  the  rooms,  and  I  spent  a  very  pleasant  hour  visiting  the  numerous  rooms 
and  seeing  how  very  nice  they  looked.  The  whole  house  was  spotlessly  clean 
and  everyone  seemed  so  well  looked  after.  At  the  end  of  the  hour  I  decided 
I  had  spent  enough  time  there  and  was  just  in  the  act  of  leaving  when  the 
matron  said,  "Oh,  but  just  a  minute,  I  must  show  you  this  room,  it  always  looks 
so  nice."  Then  she  went  on  to  tell  mo  that  the  person  occupying  that  room 
really  wasn't  nearly  as  old  as  she  acted  and  looked,  but  that  she  had  had  a  great 
deal  of  trouble  in  her  life  and  added  to  this  she  had  never  married  because 
she  couldn't  decide  which  one  she  wanted  to  marry.  This  worried  hei-  because 
she  hated  to  hurt  her  friends.  Prematurely  aged  by  these  anxieties  she  finally 
bad  to  come  to  them  because  she  had  no  home. 

When  T  went  into  the  room  and  saw  the  occupant  she  seemed  familiar,  but 
I  couldn't  ])lace  her.  Finally,  as  I  was  looking  around  the  room,  I  saw  on  her 
diessing  tal)le  a  very  old  and  much  handled  picture  of  a  fair-haired  boy  with 
dancing  eyes,  and  recognized  him  to  be  "Buddy"  whom  we  all  respected  and 
talked  al)out  to  our  old  friend  Vel.,  who  graduated  Avith  me  in  '24.  I  made 
myself  known  to  hei-  at  once  and  we  had  a  good  old  re-union.  She  went  on  to 
tell  me  that  she  had  lost  her  voice  and  could  just  manage  to  warble  a  song  I 
liad  long  forgotten  called  "My  Buddy." 
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Nothing  but  sand,  sand,  and  one  lonely  cocoanut  tree!  Cocoa-nuts  on  that 
tree,  and  I  have  been  waiting  seven  days  for  one  to  fall.  Seven  days  of  ship 
biscuits  and  rum.  Oh !  how  I  long  for  one  drop  of  the  cool  milk  of  that  fruit. 
By  means  of  sword-cuts  marked  on  the  trunk  of  a  decayed  stump  I  have 
kept  count  of  nine  years.  Nine  years  ago  this  very  day  I  graduated  in  happy 
iight-heai'tedness  from  dear  old  6.L.C.  with  that  veiy  creature  who  is  now  the 
sole  cause  of  my  despair.  When  I  embarked  at  Liverpool  on  June  1st  on  the 
,S.S.  Ciciliean  l' little  thought  of  the  strange  events  that  were  to  follow.  Who 
would  have  thought  that  the  boiler  would  burst.  In  panic  S.O.S.  calls  were 
sent  out.  To  our  joy  we  saw  the  outlines  of  a  sail.  A  dark  frigate  stood  on  our 
right,  but  just  then  one  more  explosion  rent  the  air.  More  terrific — more  dis- 
astrous than  any  which  had  gone  before.  When  I  recovered  from  the  shock 
which  had  thrown  me  against  the  rail  at  the  stern,  I  dared  not  look  around  me. 
The  confusion  and  the  cries  were  heartrending.  Suddenly  my  eye  rested  on  a 
little  skiff  bumping  against  the  side ;  with  frantic  eagei'ness  I  crawled  over  the 
side  and  fell  into  it.  Hastily  I  loosened  the  painter  and  pulled  for  the  frigate. 
As  soon  as  I  reached  her  I  hailed  her  and  was  hauled  up  to  safety.  What  was 
my  horror  and  surprise  to  see  black-browed  buccaneers  leaning  against  the  fore- 
castle laughing  in  insane  glee  over  the  unhappy  plight  of  my  shipmates.  With 
horse  pirtol  and  cutlass  the  commander  made  a  figure  which  inspired  awe  and 
cringing  obedience  from  the  band  which  looked  almost  as  ferocious  as  he.  His 
well  cut  black  velvet  jacket  emphasized  the  broadness  of  his  shoulders — a  red 
and  white  kerchief  was  round  his  neck,  which  had  something  strangely  familiar 
about  it.  Perhaps  this  creature  felt  my  eyes,  for  just  then  he  turned  around 
and  saw  me.  He  advanced — my  eyes  were  caught  by  an  O.L.C.  graduation  pin 
vstuck  in  the  folds  of  that  same  red  kerchief.  Horror  of  hoi'rors — this  Avas  the 
''Mad  Hyena"  a  pirate  feared  on  every  sea!  This  was  the  creature  who  had 
made  so  many  men  and  fair  women  walk  the  plank.  This  was  Mae  Irwin!  !  ! 
Two  days  later  she  marooned  me  on  this  barren  island  in  fear  lest  I  disclose 
her  identity,  and  she  be  made  to  suffer  for  her  many  crimes.  Perhaps  some 
schooner  will  pass  this  way,  then  perhaps, — This  diary  was  found  about  a  hun- 
dred years  ago — the  original  will  be  found  in  the  British  Museum — the  fate  of 
the  writer  was  never  known. 


TItola  ^mart 

Since  leaving  O.L.C.  I  have  run  across  a  number  of  my  old  class-mates  and 
have  learned  a  great  deal  about  their  history  since  graduating  in  1924.  The 
most  surprising  story  is  that  of  Bobby  Smart.  One  day  when  I  was  in  Peter- 
borough the  friend  whom  I  was  visiting  took  me  to  the  market,  while  she  bought 
some  pork  for  her  dinner  party.  In  the  meat  stall  to  which  we  went  there  was 
a  very  shabby  woman,  and  when  she  came  to  wait  on  us  she  looked  familiar,  and 
I  soon  recognized  Bobby.  She  told  me  some  of  her  life.  Having  been  turned 
down  by  Tubby  she  married  Happy  in  order  to  forget.  Her  life  had  been  quite 
smooth  living  on  a  farm  a  short  distance  out  of  the  city.  She  asked  me  to  visit 
her.  The  only  time  I  had  was  the  day  I  was  leaving;  so  I  Avent  to  see  her  for  a 
few  moments.  We  talked  over  old  times  and  the  time  passed  very  quickly. 
Soon  I  heard  the  honk  of  her  husband's  Ford  and  I  was  rolled  away  in  luxury 
to  the  station. 


Page  Sixfi/Seveu 


I  should  like  my  hearers  to  come  into  the  future,  a  little  way  with  me; 
just  into  the  winter  of  1925.  We  shall  take  a  peep  into  the  Wrigley  Spearmint 
Gum  Factory.  There  we  see  a  large  number  of  girls  dressed  all  in  white  and 
all  apparently  happy.  On  going  closer  to  the  girls  we  overhear  their  conver- 
sation. They  are  all  talking  about  a  girl  called  Albina,  and  a  boy  called  Bill. 
Perhaps  you  might  like  to  hear  the  story : 

Albina  had  been  at  O.L.C.  at  Whitby,  and  had  taken  a  Dietitian's  course 
and  after  graduating  she  became  desirous  of  obtaining  a  position  in  order  to 
exercise  her  vast  knowledge.  She  secured  a  position  of  some  consequence  in 
Detroit  where  she  had  a  great  deal  of  responsibility  and  received  a  large  salary. 
Ijater  on  she  left  for  Toronto  and  secured  a  position  in  the  Wrigley  gum  factory. 

In  the  process  of  manufacture  the  gum  is  placed  in  a  certain  machine  where 
it  is  softened.  Albina  had  charge  of  this  machine,  and  although  she  knew  enough 
about  machinery  to  drive  a  car,  she  was  not  as  successful  in  operating  the  gum 
machine,  and  she  broke  it.  The  breaking  of  this  machine  threw  "Bill"  out  of  a 
job.  So  Albina,  rather  than  put  her  beloved  out  of  a  job,  undertook  to  chew  the 
gum  in  order  to  soften  it.  They  became  worried  about  poor  Albina  for  fear 
that  her  jaws  might  become  locked  after  such  fearful  strain ;  but  Bill  was  very 
complacent  and  said,  "If  she  does  get  lock-jaw  I  may  be  able  to  get  a  word  in 
edgeways."  After  a  few  days  Albina  really  did  get  the  lock-jaw  and  Bill  took 
the  chance  to  propose,  and  Albina  very  solemnly  assented.  Very  soon  afterwards 
they  were  joined  in  the  bonds  of  wedlock.  Later  on  we  find  them  settled  down 
in  a  bungalow  apparently  about  to  lead  a  happy  life. 


It  was  some  years  after  I  had  started  my  training  as  a  nurse,  and  on  one 
Monday  morning  as  I  was  returning  from  a  week-end  visit  to  a  friend  in  Buffalo 
and  walking  through  the  Union  station  in  Toronto  with  the  usual  crowd  of 
travellers,  that  I  noticed  in  front  of  me  a  very  young  girl  carrying  several  bun- 
dles and  an  umbrella.  Just  as  we  arrived  at  about  the  centre  of  the  waiting 
room  a  little  thin  lady  with  a  small  grey  hat  tied  with  a  huge  bow  under  her 
chin,  stepped  up  to  this  girl  I  mentioned  and  asked  in  a  squeaky  high-pitched 
voice :  ' '  Now  my  dear  is  anyone  meeting  you  ? ' '  And  the  child  with  a  half  smile 
answered,  ' '  Well !  please  I  thought  my  pop  was  going  to  meet  me,  but  he  isn 't 
here."  "Well,  then!"  continued  the  lady  of  the  hat,  "you  come  with  me  and 
I'll  see  if  I  can  find  him!" 

Something  about  this  little  lady's  gay  voice  and  smile  reminded  me  of  an 
old  friend  and  classmate,  and  I  decided  to  see  what  happened  further,  so  I  fol- 
lowed them.  They  stopped  at  an  empty  bench  and  the  child  sat  down.  ' '  Where 
do  you  live?"  said  the  lady.  "In  Port  Hope,  mam.  Pop's  a  doctor  there  and 
I've  come  up  to  the  city  to  meet  him  to-day  to  get  me  a  new  dress." 

By  this  time  I  had  recognized  the  lady's  voice.  I  was  sure  it  was  Hazel 
Ott,  so  I  went  over  to  her  and  made  myself  known,  and  sure  enough  it  was 
Hazel.  We  talked  quite  a  while  and  pretty  soon  a  large  man  came  walking  into 
the  waiting  room  and  gazed  all  around  as  if  looking  for  someone.  Oh !  pop ! 
we  heard  the  little  girl  cry  out  and  dash  madly  towards  this  big  man.  Then 
after  the  usual  kiss  and  hug  the  kiddie  brought  her  pop  over  to  us,  and  as  he 
drew  nearer  Hazel  uttered  a  cry  of  recognition,  so  did  the  man.  Charlie! — 
Hazel ! — you  can  guess  the  rest. 


/'(!(/<;  Hixly-Eighl 


iilaub  (Bxrmn 


I  happened  to  spend  my  sixth  honeymoon  in  Thibet.  I  had  tried  all  the 
other  parts  of  the  globe.  Unfortunately  my  husband  had  the  mischance  to 
tumble  over  a  handy  cliff  and  I  was  left  one  dark  and  stormy  night  to  proceed 
through  the  impassable  mountains  by  myself.  Just  as  I  was  navigating  a  par- 
ticularly nasty  corner  a  band  of  rulfians  smelling  to  heaven  of  rancid  butter, 
and  sour  milk,  scrambled  up  in  front  of  me,  dragged  me  from  my  yak  and  car- 
ried me  off  dawn  gullies  and  precipices  and  over  abysses.  At  last  they  flung  me, 
more  dead  than  alive,  upon  the  floor  of  a  cave  in  the  heart  of  the  mountains. 
From  where  I  was  I  had  a  grand  view  of  my  captors  from  the  feet  up  and  above 
them  the  ceiling,  but  not  much  else.  They  were  bowing  and  scraping  in  front 
of  someone  who  suddenly  yelled  in  a  voice  of  thunder :  "  Off  with  her  head  ;  She 's 
just  the  very  thing  we  want  to  flavor  the  stew ! "  At  this,  with  a  mighty  effort, 
I  rolled  over  and  got  a  view  of  the  voice.  It  sat  on  a  high  throne  cross-legged. 
It  was  quite  circular  in  shape.  A  head  decorated  with  four  double  chins  and 
a  mammoth  yellow  turban  emerged  from  a  mountainous  body  rolled  in  red  and 
yellow  satin.  But  something  familiar  caught  my  eye.  Beside  it  lay  a  copy-book 
on  which  was  written  "Voice-Notes."  There  was  only  one  person  in  the  world 
who  would  hold  on  to  a  book  like  that.  ' '  Maud  Girvin, ' '  I  shouted  ' '  you  ought 
to  be  ashamed.  Didn't  I  tell  you  your  snake  and  Turk  proclivities  would  land 
you  some  place  like  this?"  The  mountain  unrolled  itself  and  bounced  down  the 
steps  to  my  side.  "Rat-tails,"  it  exclaimed,  "if  it  ain't  Norah.  What  in  the 
name  of  all  the  snakes  are  you  doing  here"?"  "That's  what  I  asked  you,"  I 
said.  Maude  swelled  with  pride.  "I  am  Queen  Constanipolishan  Ali  Baban 
now,"  said  she.  "I'm  the  most  famous  brigand  in  Thibet.  But  say,  you  must 
be  uncomfortable  in  them  ropes.  Here  boys,  take  'em  off  her. ' '  At  that  my  cap- 
tors proceeded  to  tear  me  asunder  in  the  process  of  loosing  my  bonds.  "I  bet 
you're  good  and  hungry.  Bring  on  the  eats,"  she  continued.  "I'm  sorry  they 
treated  you  rough,  but  it's  kill  your  man  first  and  find  out  who  he  is  after  in 
this  country,  especially  when  your  head  is  as  precious  as  mine. ' ' 

While  my  ruffians  were  bringing  in  the  dinner  Maud  explained  that  these 
were  her  forty-nine  children  of  whom  she  was  very  proud  as  she  had  raised  them 
all  exclusively  on  stuffed  toads,  and  had  only  killed  ten  out  of  her  original  fifty- 
nine.  She  had  been  a  great  belle  after  leaving  O.L.C.,  but  had  married  King 
Constanipolishan  Ali  Baban  over  the  heads  of  half  a  dozen  other  suitors  all  of 
royal  birth.  The  poor  man  had  not  long  survived  the  diet  provided,  and  no 
wonder.  Every  time  I  think  of  that  dinner  I  go  to  bed  for  a  week.  The  following 
was  the  menu:  Elephant's  tail  soup  a  la  Jumbo>  fresh  fried  Dinosaur's  eggs, 
five  millions  years  old,  sliced  boa-constrictor  a  la  O.L.C.  bologna,  frozen  alligator 
fresh  from  the  Nile.  There  was  a  stew,  but  remembering  that  I  might  have 
provided  the  seasoning,  I  didn't  sample  it.  Maud  proposed  to  entertain  me  by 
allowing  me  to  feed  her  fat  Pythons,  but  I  declined,  however.  She  sent  six 
of  her  sons  as  a  body-guard  for  me  out  of  her  territoiy.  As  I  left  that  same 
night,  I  was  rather  glad  when  they  left  me.  They  all  had  very  long  teeth.  I 
have  spent  my  time  since  then  in  a  sanitarium  and  I  have  no  desire  to  have 
further  acquaintance  with  my  friend  Queen  Constanipolishan  Ali  Baban.  What 
a  pity,  too,  Maudie  used  to  be  quite  a  decent  sort  at  school,  but  she  always  was 
fond  of  snakes. 


Page  Si.vhi 


Yesterday  was  the  day  for  our  Club  meeting,  and  as  I  knew  we  were  having 
an  extra-special  speaker,  I  decided  to  go.  The  speaker  was  a  tall,  stately  woman, 
clothed  in  a  simple  gown  of  black  velvet.  During  the  afternoon  I  noticed  her 
looking  at  me  several  times  as  if  she  had  seen  me  before  but  couldn't  remember 
under  what  circumstances.  The  more  she  looked  at  me  the  more  I  became  con- 
vinced that  I  had  seen  her  before,  but  her  name — Mrs.  James  MacDonald — 
didn't  help  to  place  her.  Finally  Mrs.  MacDonald  told  us  that  she  was  going 
to  read  one  of  her  earliest  works — one  of  which  she  was  very  fond  for  senti- 
mental reasons.  I  fully  expected  to  hear  some  "mushy"  effusion  written  in 
honor  of  ' '  James ' '  on  the  eve  of  their  marriage.  But  I  was  mistaken !  Where 
had  I  heard  that  poem  before?  Somehow  or  other  a  yellow  silk  turban  and 
Ethiopian  slaves  and  oriental  costumes  were  associated  with  it,  yet  the  poem 
M'as  about  an  expanse  of  blue  water  and  maidens  dancing  on  a  green.  Then 
suddenly  I  knew!  My  mind  went  back  twenty  years  to  a  Friday  night  in  the 
(3.L.C.  gymn — to  the  night  of  the  Senior  stunt.  I  saw  it  all  as  plainly  as  if  it 
were  still  1924  instead  of  1944 — Lolie's  yellow  turban  with  the  "precious" 
stones  on  it,  Marge  and  Isobel  as  the  two  slaves,  we  seniors  all  in  oriental  cos- 
tume, and  "Romeo"  standing  in  front  of  the  throne  reciting  this  very  poem. 

Why  of  course,  this  Mrs.  James  MacDonald  was  ' '  Romeo. ' '  How  stupid  of 
me  not  to  have  known  it  at  once.  Why  she  even  had  her  graduation  pin  right 
on  her  dress.  Of  course  as  soon  as  the  meeting  was  over  "Rome"  and  I  went 
straight  to  each  other.  She  came  home  with  me  for  dinner  and  during  that  time 
she  told  me  about  her  life  after  leaving  O.L.C.  It  seems  she  married  a  dear  old 
fatherly  man  with  a  slightly  large  waist  and  a  bait  spot  on  the  top  of  his  head. 
But  for  some  reason  or  other  he  soon  passed  away,  and  now  "Romeo"  is  at 
liberty  to  travel  from  place  to  place  trying  to  instil  something  of  the  beautiful 
into  the  lives  of  us  women  with  domestic  cares.  When  not  travelling  she  is 
usually  at  work  writing  either  a  new  story  or  a  new  poem.  Just  at  present, 
however,  she  is  debating  in  her  own  mind  whether  or  not  to  be  a  candidate  in 
the  next  elections.  "Rome"  left  me  this  morning  soon  after  breakfast,  promis- 
ing faithfully  to  call  on  me  any  time  she  is  passing  through  the  town. 

iCortta  01.  Btl^sli 

In  the  year  1928  a  friend  and  I  were  touring  Canada  visiting  the  educa- 
tional centres  particularly.  One  city  at  which  we  stopped  had  a  college  known 
as  O.A.C.,  or  Ontario  Agricultural  College.  We  were  shown  through  the  college 
l)y  one  of  the  students  who  invited  us  to  lunch,  and  we  readily  accepted  the 
kind  invitation.  We  sat  at  one  of  the  senior  tables  and  they  told  us  what  a 
lovely  faculty  and  staff  they  had.  The  interest  seemed  to  centre  around  the 
dietitian,  so  we  asked  to  meet  her.  When  we  came  out  of  the  dining  room  we 
saw  a  tall  slender  lady  with  black  hair  and  the  most  beautiful  brown  eyes,  talk- 
ing to  a  tall  dark  gentleman  with  a  little  black  moustache.  We  were  told  the  lady 
^v'as  the  dietitian,  and  as  her  face  looked  familiar  I  immediately  asked  where 
she  had  been  educated,  and  was  told  that  she  had  attended  Ontario  Ladies'  Col- 
lege for  two  years  and  MacDonald  Hall  for  one.  I  knew  at  once  she  was  an  old 
class-mate  of  mine,  Lorna  Schell.  How  could  I  mistake  those  eyes. .  At  last  we 
met  and  Lorna  and  I  had  a  most  interesting  conversation. 

We  were  told  that  they  did  not  expect  to  have  Miss  Schell  with  them  very 
much  longer.  She  was  leaving  the  college  but  they  thought  she  would  soon 
return  to  them  only  in  a  different  sphere  of  life.  We  could  not  help  linking 
this  bit  of  gossip  up  with  her  companion  in  the  corridor. 


I'ayc  Sfianty 


Let  us  go  on  a  little  jouJ'ney  into  the  future  and  p)'otend  that  we  are  looking 
back  on  some  events  of  yesterday.  First,  we  shall  recall  our  days  at  0.  L.  ('. 
together  and  then  that  (  Uass  Day  of  the  Jubilee  year  when  we  stood  up  and  )'ead 
each  other's  prophecies.  What  foolish  things  we  prophesied  about  each  other! 
But  of  all  those  imaginings  at  least  one  has  come  true. 

The  last  time  I  journeyed  to  the  East,  I  stopped  for  a  couple  of  weeks  in 
Spain,  as  I  wanted  to  see  something  of  that  country.  I  was  motoring  through 
the  mountains  one  afternoon  admiring  the  beauties  of  nature,  when  suddenly 
there  rose  up  in  front  of  me — you  know  the  way — a  beautiful  castle.  It  was 
built  of  white  brick  and  had  many  alluring  little  turrets  in  unexpected  places. 
On  either  side  of  the  entrance  to  the  mansion  was  a  bronze  lion,  one  of  whom 
was  asleep  with  its  head  resting  on  its  paws,  and  the  other  one  was  awake  and 
on  the  alert  as  though  keeping  guard.  This  seemed  to  me  a  very  strange  coin- 
cidence as  the  entrance  to  Trafalgar  Castle,  as  I  remembered  it,  was  exactly 
the  same.  I  was  so  curious  that  I  stopped  and  went  up  to  inquire  of  the  owners 
something  of  its  history.  What  seemed  still  more  strange  was  that  the  servant 
who  admitted  me  spoke  excellent  English.  I  was  shown  into  a  luxurious  recep- 
tion room,  and  after  waiting  a  few  moments  the  lady  of  the  castle  came  in  to  me. 
She  was  a  tall  slender  woman,  no  longer  young,  but  still  retaining  some  of  the 
beauty  of  her  youth — if  she  had  not  acquired  it  in  her  later  years.  She,  too, 
X)erceiving  that  I  was  English,  addressed  me  in  my  native  tongue,  and  was 
most  gracious  about  answering  my  inquiries  concerning  her  home.  She  told 
me  that  she  had  been  brought  up  in  Canada,  having  attended  a  Ladies'  College 
there.  She  had  learned  to  love  that  college  so  dearly  that  when  a  few  years 
later  she  and  her  husband  were  building  their  ' '  castle  in  Spain ' '  she  had  planned 
it  along  the  same  lines  of  architecture  as  her  old  school.  Her  name,  she  said, 
vvas  Senora  Martina,  and,  putting  two  and  two  together  I  concluded  that  this 
was  none  other  than  my  old  next  door  neighbor  at  Whitby,  Anne  Souter. 

After  we  had  brought  back  memories  of  our  school  life  Anne  offered  to 
show  me  through  her  castle.  The  first  room  we  visited  was  a  music  room  from 
which  were  proceeding  some  rather  doubtful  sounds,  but,  on  entering,  I  found 
it  was  only  the  little  twelve-year-old  son  of  the  house  practicing  his  violin  under 
the  supervision  of  his  teacher.  From  this  I'oom  we  went  into  a  smaller  one  Avhich 
was  decorated  very  prettily  in  pink  and  blue  and  had  tiny  furniture  such  as  is 
usually  found  in  nurseries  of  this  kind.  Anne  led  me  over  to  a  corner  where 
there  stood  a  little  cot,  and  looking  down  I  beheld  a  real  "sleeping  beauty." 
"Her  name  is  Lois,"  Anne  told  me,  "but  we  call  her  Snookie." 

I  was  sorry  that  I  had  to  leave  shortly  after,  but  it  was  such  a  pleasure 
TO  see  her  again  in  such  a  beautiful  home  that  it  Avill  remain  forever  in  my 
memory. 


Page  Sen  )>t!/-One 


In  1949  when  0.  L.  C.  celebrated  its  seventy-fifth  anniversary,  I  found  it 
passible  to  return  for  the  event  and  renew  my  acquaintance  with  my  Alma  Mater 
and  the  little  college  town  of  Whitby.  I,  of  course,  found  the  college  much 
changed  and  improved,  and  the  faces  were  all  unfamiliar,  but  the  town  was 
just  the  same,  even  to  the  silent  policemen  on  the  "four  corners."  I  had  de- 
cided to  take  a  stroll  through  the  streets,  and  after  passing  the  library  I  glanced 
across  the  street  and  was  struck  with  the  one  new  feature  of  the  town — a  large 
imposing  looking  office-building  with  an  enormous  sign  bearing  the  one  word 
"Gazette."  I  will  not  take  time  here  to  tell  of  all  the  things  that  came  to  my 
mind  at  sight  of  this  sign.  I  went  into  the  Gazette  office  to  find  out  how  this 
edifice  had  been  so  enlarged  and  improved  while  the  surrounding  buildings  had 
remained  as  they  were.  I  was  met  by  a  rather  large,  austere  looking  lady  with 
dark  rimmed  spectacles  perched  well  forward  on  her  nose.  I  asked  if  I  might 
see  the  editor  of  the  paper  and  she  informed  me  that  he  was  out  of  town  but 
that  she  was  assistant  editor  and  business  manager  and  could  she  do  anything 
for  me.  I  told  her  that  I  had  graduated  from  O.L.C.  twenty-five  years  before 
and  had  returned  for  the  seventy -fifth  anniversary  and  would  like  to  have  a  chat 
with  someone  who  had  been  here  a  long  time,  as  the  students  and  teachers  of 
the  college  were  all  of  a  much  later  date.  She  looked  at  me,  rather  curiously 
I  thought,  and  led  me  to  a  well-furnished  private  office,  then  she  turned  toward 
me  and  said :  "I,  too,  graduated  from  O.L.C.  twenty-five  years  ago.  I  recognized 
you  as  you  were  talking.  Do  you  not  know  who  I  am?"  Of  course,  it  was  my 
old  class-mate  Alleyne  Meyers.  Some  way  it  did  not  seem  strange  to  see  her 
back  there  again,  but  it  was  her  curt,  business-like  manner  and  rather  plain  looks 
that  made  her  seem  so  different.  I  asked  her  how  she  had  become  so  changed 
and  this  is  what  she  told  me :  After  being  away  from  college  a  year  she  had  to 
make  a  serious  and  definite  choice.  It  was  between  two  young  men.  She  was 
equally  attracted  by  both  and  either  would  make  a  desirable  life  partner. 
One  of  the  young  men  lived  in  Peterboro  and  the  other  in  Whitby,  and  as  she 
could  not  decide  between  them  on  their  own  merits,  she  made  her  choice  through 
her  sentimental  relationship  with  the  town  of  Whitby,  and  thus  came  back  to 
this  place.  Her  husband  became  assistant-editor  of  the  Gazette  but  died  soon 
after  and  the  position  was  given  to  Alleyne.  She  took  an  active  interest  in  the 
paper  and  in  the  printing  business  as  well.  It  was  largely  through  her  work 
that  the  improvements  and  enlargements  had  been  made.  I  went  away  feeling 
pleased  and  proud  that  my  old  class-mate  had  kept  up  the  interests  of  her 
school  days. 


H<  vrnhj-Tn  o 


Sarotlia  Pitt 

One  summer  day  in  New  York  in  the  year  1934  my  friend  Viola  S.  and  I 
stopped  in  at  the  "Biltmere"  Hotel  for  luncheon,  and  not  long  after  we  were 
Heated  we  noticed  a  very  tall  stout  woman  strut  in  and  sit  down  at  a  table  very 
near  ours.  Something  made  us  want  to  look  at  this  person,  and  we  couldn 't  keep 
from  overhearing  her  conversation  with  the  waiter:  "Now  waiter,  are  you  per- 
fectly sure  that  ice  is  hygienic?  And  where  do  you  get  this  water  from?  One 
has  to  be  so  careful  in  such  a  large  city.  Let  me  see  now — what  do  I  want — 
steak — Ohidear  me,  I  never  eat  meat  in  the  summer  time.  It  is  so  unhealthy. 
Salads — is  your  salad  dressing  made  with  the  best  oil ;  I  always  make  my  own. 
Oh!  I  believe  I'll  decide  on  some  plain  toast  and  a  cup  of  tea,  and  be  sure  it 
is  hot."  After  this  much  of  the  conversation  Bobbie  and  I  were  even  mote 
interested,  and  both  agreed  that  she  reminded  us  tremendously  of  someone  we 
knew.  Then,  as  the  waiter  asked  her  if  she  desired  dessert,  without  even  glanc- 
ing at  the  menu,  she  said  "Boston  Cream  Pie,  please."  Both  Bobbie  and  I  knew 
at  once  that  this  was  Dorothy  Pitt — who  could  mistake  her  after  such  a  dessert? 
So  we  asked  her  to  come  and  finish  her  pie  with  us,  and  we  talked  over  our  col- 
lege days  at  O.L.C.,  and  we  learned  after  many  proposals  from  Bert,  Frank, 
etc.,  etc.,  that  Dorothy  had  finally  accepted  Claude,  and  she  added,  "Eed  is  such 
a  darling  and  we  have  such  fun  in  our  Star  Roadster. 


Mur\aru  3irtgl|t 

I  shall  ask  you  to  think  ahead  with  me  to  the  year  1928.  The  year  before 
T  had  graduated  as  a  nurse  and  was  practising  'in  the  office  of  a  popular 
Toronto  physician. 

One  sultry  afternoon  in  July,  just  as  the  last  patient  left  the  office,  a  dear, 
flustered  little  lady  in  a  deaconess '  dress  and  hat,  rushed  into  the  room.  ' '  Oh, 
Doctor,  dear  Doctor,"  she  cried,  "I  have  the  queerest  feeling  here,"  and  she 
put  her  hands  over  her  heart.  The  doctor  calmly  asked  her  questions  about  her- 
self. "Oh,  Doctor,"  she  said,  "I  can't  sleep,  and  I  can't  eat,  and  all  night  I 
dream  of  doctors.  What  can  be  the  matter  with  me?"  He  told  her  he  thought 
she  had  a  slight  palpitation  of  the  heart,  and  she  immediately  fainted  in  the 
doctor's  arms. 

What  a  resemblance  she  had  to  a  little  girl  I  knew  at  O.L.C.  When  she 
recovered  the  doctor  left  her  to  attend  to  some  other  patients,  so  I  began  talking 
to  her  It  really  was  Marge  Wright,  so  we  had  a  long  talk  right  then  and  there. 
T  ^  ^P^^  leaving  0.  L.  C.  Marge  took  a  Deaconess'  course  and  now  all  the  0 
L.C  girls  passing  through  the  Union  Station  at  Toronto  on  their  holidays  are 
kmdly  greeted  at  the  trains  by  this  little  black  capped  maiden  with  the  mam- 
moth white  bows  under  her  chin. 
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3lrma  Wnikn 

In  the  winter  of  1934  I  was  touring  the  Southern  States.  Coming  to  the 
town  of  Fi'edericksburg,  Texas,  we  decided  to  remain  there  for  the  night.  We 
were  walking  down  the  main  street  in  pursuit  of  an  evening's  amusement.  Sud- 
denly we  perceived  very  bright  lights  ahead,  and  going  a  little  farther  we  beheld 
the  town  Opera  House.  A  very  beautiful  building,  we  decided  at  once  to  enter. 
A  lady  at  the  wicket  informed  us  that  the  sho^^  was  in  progress,  but  there  were 
still  plenty  of  good  seats  available.  Something  about  her  made  me  look  a  second 
time.  Surely  I  could  not  mistake  those  eyes.  Then  I  noticed  an  O.L.C.  grad- 
JrtLi  nation  pin.  I  was  positive,  so  cried  "Irma  Walker."  Se  recognized  me  at  the 
same  time.  We  remained  together  during  the  performance  and  she  told  me 
'  she  had  changed  her  name.  She  said  she  had  a  hard  time  deciding  which  man 
to  marry,  but  thought  if  she  married  an  evangelist  she  would  be  moving  about 
continually,  so  she  had  married  George,  and  in  the  evenings  helped  selling  tickets. 
Two  of  her  children  put  on  a  very  pretty  dancing  act  and  Irma  said  she  had 
taught  them,  making  use  of  some  of  the  steps  she  had  learned  in  her  O.L.C. 
gym  classes.  I  was  sorry  to  leave,  ])ut  was  glad  to  have  a  chance  to  talk  over 
old  times  and  find  my  old  classmate  so  happy  and  contented. 


It  was  in  the  early  spring  of  1935  and  the  anniversary  of  my  marriage,  and 
as  a  special  treat  my  husband  had  bought  two  tickets  for  the  follies.  Yes!  we 
were  in  New  York.  I  was  very  much  excited,  and  as  we  sat  waiting  for  the 
curtain  to  rise  we  amused  ourselves  watching  the  people  as  they  came  in;  but 
one  group  took  our  attention  especially.  As  they  entered  the  quietness  of  the 
house  was  somewhat  broken  by  the  shrill  loud  voice  of  the  stout  lady  who  led  the 
procession.  ' '  Now  step  along  after  me ! ' '  was  what  we  first  heard  and  we  waited 
— one,  two,  three,  five,  seven,  eight,  yes,  eight  children;  could  they  all  belong 
to  her!  Perhaps.  Evidently  they  did.  The  mother,  as  we  concluded  she  must 
be,  was  dressed  very  gorgeously  and  loudly.  Her  pale  blue  satin  gown  was 
somewhat  too  long,  and  the  little  twins  who  clung  to  her  as  best  they  could, 
found  it  very  difficult  to  keep  off  the  long  train  which  swept  the  aisle,  and  the 
huge  sweeping  plume  which  hung  from  a  large  silken  hat  waved  in  the  breeze 
as  she  hurried  along.  Much  to  our  amusement  she  stopped  at  the  row  ahead 
of  us,  and  one  by  one  the  children  filed  in  and  stood  at  their  seats  until  "mother" 
sat  down.  Very  effective.  It  reminded  me  somewhat  of  my  college  days  at  0. 
L.C.  and  how  we  used  to  stand  when  we  went  to  the  town  church. 

"Now  Mary,  you  pass  this  package  of  gum  doAvn  to  little  Aleck  and  tell 
George  to  keep  his  feet  off  that  seat  ahead  or  the  usher  will  be  down  and  take 
him  out !    And  Eosie,  you  take  Willie 's  coat  off. ' ' 

My  husband  and  I  had  entirely  forgotten  each  other  in  our  interest  in  this 
group  ahead.  I  was  beginning  to  wonder  if  the  creature  with  the  ])lumed  hat 
would  remove  it,  when,  much  to  my  relief,  up  went  her  hands,  pulled  out  a  long 
heavily  studded  diamond  hat  pin  and  off  came  the  hat.  What !  Could  I  believe 
my  eyes.  Yes!  it  certainly  looked  like  her,  but  could  it,  would  it  possibly  be. 
Just  then  our  friend  turned  around,  and  as  her  eyes  met  mine  I  knew  it  to  be 
Isal)elle  Wilson,  my  class-mate  of  our  good  old  Alma  Mater  O.L.C.  Needless  to 
say  I  was  introduced  to  the  Willie's,  Mary's,  and  Aleck's,  and  all  agreed  that  we 
should  ride  home  with  them  in  their  Pierce  Arrow  limousine.  And  as  we  drove 
home  thi'ough  the  highly  illuminated  streets  of  little  old  New  York,  Isabelle 
grasped  my  hand  saying,  "This  is  the  life,  honey!" 


Piiflf  Se  rcn  I }/-l''oii  r 


Chu-chin,  my  little  J9i)aiicse  servant  has  just  lif^-hted  the  fire  in  my  loiinsinj^ 
room  grate  and  shuffled  away.  What  could  be  more  ideal  than  a  fire,  earpet 
slippers  and  a  book!  After  half  an  hour,  an  houi',  an  hour  and  a  half  (1  have 
no  idea  of  time)  the  book  falls  to  the  floor.  I  am  much  too  wai^n  and  comfort- 
able to  recapture  it.  Through  the  fast  narrowing  slits  that  my  closing  eyelids 
leave  I  see  a  newspaper.  Chu-chin  thinks  that  I  must  have  my  newspaper. 
" Kris-Kringle  at  four-corners  at  2.40  o'clock,"  I  read.  Where  are  these  four- 
corners?  Oh!  yes,  in  the  town  of  Whitby.  How  could  I  forget  with  the  four 
scarlet  policemen  to  manage  the  heavy  traffic. 

"Chu-chin,  my  cape!  my  hat!  at  once,  Chu-chin." 

Full  many  years  have  passed  and  I  have  never  visited  the  town  of  my  Alma 
Mater,  the  little  town  of  maple  trees  and  church  spires.  How  fortunate  that 
the  seasons  have  changed,  for  now  it  is  quite  warm  in  December.  But  this 
change  was  beginning  in  the  year  of  '24,  for  well  do  I  remember  those  cold  June 
days  of  my  graduation.  In  my  little  mauve  aeroplane  I  fly  and  fly.  Ah !  below 
rae  are  fields  of  cabbage !  I  must  at  least  be  nearing  Trafalgar  Castle.  I  have 
it.  I  will  land  in  the  back  lane.  Dear  old  back  lane  where  I  spent  so  many 
Honour  Clubless  hours. 

What  a  fine  athletic  field  and  track,  but  I  must  hurry ;  by  the  position  of 
the  fleecy  clouds  I  can  tell  it  must  be  23.30  o'clock.  No  time  to  stare  in  amaze- 
ment at  the  many  improvements.  But  what's  that  at  the  back — the  same  old 
tennis  court  puddle — I  knew  it.  Fifty  years  would  hardly  be  sufficient  time  in 
which  to  have  cinder  courts.  The  four-corners.  I  have  arrived.  "Missus,  d 'you 
think  Santa  Claus  will  really  bring  me  one?"  Mystified  by  the  ONE  I  ignored 
it  and  questioned,  "What's  your  name?"  "Jimmie" — the  inevitable  small 
Whitby  "Jimmie!"  Ah  here's  the  famous  person!  What  a  stunning  plane! 
But  what  an  odd  assortment  of  toys!  From  Santa's  bag  protrude  saxaphones 
in  all  directions.  But  the  youngsters  shouted  with  the  greatest  ,joy;  "Santa 
please  I  want  a  great  big  saxaphone, "  shouted  brown-eyed  Jimmie,  and  the 
other  tiny  tots  kept  repeating  "  Santa,  I  want  a  blue  sax,  a  red  sax. ' '  In  the 
midst  of  the  clamour  I  stood  as  one  in  a  daze. 

There  was  something  strangely  familiar  about  the  sIoav  smile  of  this  tall  St. 
Nicholas.  But  when  he  turned  his  smiling  face  towards  me  and  in  a  slow  drawl 
said,  ' '  Hello,  Torchy ! "  I  stared  in  recognition.  Of  course,  Helena  Richardson, 
and  as  usual  surrounded  by  her  adoring  Jimmies.  I  was  pushed  out  of  the  way 
])y  a  million  laughing  youngsters  and  left  Helena  with  her  worshippers.  How 
like  her,  always  making  someone  happy. 


 «^x^ 
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Mabtl  EoulBton 


"Yass  miss,  this  here's  the  same  ole  river  an'  the  same  ole  sun  ashining 
down  on  it.  Ain't  nothin'  much  particular  never  happens  roun'  these  parts. 
Calculate  you  remember  it  just  as  good  as  ever  even  if  'tis  nigh  thirty  years 
since  you  was  here."  Thirty  years! — was  it  as  long  as  that?  A  wisp  of  hair 
blew  across  my  face.  Somehow  I  was  surprised  to  see  that  it  was  quite  grey. 
What  things  had  happened  in  that  time!  My  shining  brilliance  in  foreign 
tongues  had  soon  won  for  me  the  position  of  professor  of  languages  in  a  dis- 
tinguished university.  For  the  past  ten  years  I  had  been  at  work  inventing  a 
language  which  we  hoped  to  make  universal.  Now  I  was  up  in  the  country 
where  I  had  spent  so  many  happy  days  in  my  youth,  for  a  few  days  fishing.  The 
voice  of  my  guide  punctuated  by  the  dip  of  the  oars,  proceeded  with  lengthy 
btories  of  fishing.  Suddenly  I  got  a  bite.  A  big  one.  Excitement  ran  high. 
I  hadn't  caught  a  fish  for  years.  In  he  came  sparkling  silver  blue.  Within  a 
few  feet  of  the  boat  he  leaped  suddenly  and  darted  under  it.  I  couldn't  loose 
him — so  with  a  desperate  wrench  I  yanked  him  clear  of  the  water  and  sent  him 
Hying  over  my  head.  I  heard  a  little  scream  and  glanced  around.  To  my  sur- 
prise there  was  a  boat  right  beside  us.  A  short  stocky  figure  squatted  in  the 
middle  and  in  her  lap  was  my  fish.  "Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon — I  had  no  idea 
there  was  anyone  near."  "Oh,  it's  quite  all  right  I  just  love  them."  "But 
not  in  your  lap."  "Oh,  anywhere — I'm  painting  them  you  see.  Then  I  noticed 
that  there  was  a  little  easle  set  up  on  a  thwart  and  daubs  of  paint  were  all  about. 
Just  then  the  lady  took  off  her  hat.  I  adjusted  my  specks  and.  peered  at  her. 
"Why,  Mabel  Roulston, "  I  yelled.  She  smiled.  "Why  yes,  that's  my  name. 
Rome,  I  wondered  when  you'd  recognize  me — I  knew  your  fog  horn  voice  at 
once!"  "But  Mabel — what  the — who  the — why  the — !"  Oh!  '  says  she,  I 
went  to  Toronto  after  leaving  O.L.C.  and  plunged  into  the  business  world.  But 
the  idea  of  pounding  somebody's  else's  typewriter  all  my  life  made  me  sick. 
So  after  my  boss  had  proposed  to  me  for  the  13th  time  I  decided  to  quit.  For 
several  days  I  roamed  the  streets  wondering  what  to  do  next.  One  day  I  chanced 
upon  a  boy  painting  a  fence.  "Ah!"  thought  I,  "at  last  I've  found  a  pro- 
fession— I  shall  paint!"  I  chanced  one  day  to  pass  a  fish  market — and  I  said 
"I  shall  paint  fish."  So  here  I  am  painting  fish!  And  oh  how  I  love  it.  The 
dear  little  things  are  so  affectionate.  They  come  up  and  eat  out  of  my  hand 
and  swim  around  my  fingers.  I 've  got  three  tame  perch,  four  bass,  six  pickerel 
and  a  whole  school  of  cat-fish.  Well,  good-bye — I  must  be  off  dear  little  Mered- 
ith, my  pet  pike  will  be  waiting  for  me."  "My  hat,"  I  said.  "By  the  great 
horn  spoon,  my  hat." 


Introducing : 

Characters— Miss  Edna  Wright,  Mr.  What's  His  Name,  The  Post  Mistress. 
Time — 50  years  from  the  present,  1974. 
Place — Port  Burwell. 

A  lonely  spring  morning  the  first  of  June,  Edna  bustled  along  the  gay 
streets  of  Port  Burwell  to  a  small  building  with  a  sign  over  the  door  indicating 
the  post  office.  She  paused  at  the  top  of  the  steps  gasping  for  breath,  then^went 
to  inquire  if  there  were  any  letters  for  her  that  morning.  "Let  me  see,"  said 
.^cx  the  postmistress,  "here  are  all  the  W's;  you  watch  while  I  sort  them  out.  You 
1^  can  tell  your  own  name  better  than  I  can.  Oh  Miss  Wright,  my  eyes  aren't 
what  they  used  to  be.  Be  thankful  you  can  see  as  well  as  you  ever  did  when 
you  went  to  that  fashionable  Ladies'  College  so  many  years  ago. 

So  many  years  ago,  indeed  you  needn't  think  I'm  so  old.  Why  it's  only 
a  few  years' since  then  and  even  if  I  am  crippled  with  rheumatism  I  am  just 
about  forty  or  perhaps  forty-five  Well,  well,  never  mind,  it's  a  letter  I'm  look- 
ing for.  Oh  there's  one,  let  me  have  it.  Who  can  it  be  from?  Why  the  post 
mark  is  Whitby.  I  don't  know  anyone.  Well  for  goodness  sake,  listen  to  this, 
and  here  I  was  thinking  I  was  only  about  forty.    Just  wait  till  I  read  this: 

1874  Centennial  Jubilee  1974 
The  Faculty  and  Graduating  Class 
Ontario  Ladies  College 
Whithy,  Ontario 
request  the  honour  of  your  presence  at  the 
Comnienoement  Day  Exercises 
Thursday,  June  the  twelfth,  morning  and  afternoon 
Nineteen  Hundred  and  Seventy-Four 
at  half  past  ten  o  'clock 
Fifty  years  since  I  was  a  girl  at  College.    Recovering  from  her  surprise. 
Good-bye  there — I  must  be  off  now.    With  the  letter  held  tightly  in  her  hand 
Edna  hurried  down  the  steps  and  away  up  the  road  to  her  cosy  little  home  on 
the  hill-top.   For  the  past  year  poor  Miss  Wright  has  been  developing  the  habit 
of  talking  to  herself — not  like  most  people  do — but  sad  to  tell,  she  spoke  quite 
loudly  and  very  emphatically  at  times.    So  on  this  morning  she  soliloquized  as 
follows : — 50  years  ago,  can  it  be  possible.   Oh  the  things  that  have  happened  in 
those  years,  failures  or  successes.    All  my  ups  and  downs,  they  are  such  trifles 
now. 

Yes,  when  I  left  dear  old  O.L.C.  I  was  to  be  married  and  to  begin  to  prac- 
tice domestic  science  in  our  home,  and  of  course  in  the  general  store,  with  my 
life  partner,  Mr.,  Mr.,  oh  Mr.  What 's-His-Name.  I  can't  just  remember;  but 
then  I  had  a  vision  of  a  career,  popularity,  fame,  wealth,  so  I  chose  that  freedom 
in  preference  to  the  bonds  of  matrimony.  Where  can  he  be  now — my  dear  tall 
^  boy  with  the  adorable  red  hair  .  .  Oh!  pshaw!  Yes,  I've  had  a  career  and 
a  very  desirable  one  at  that — head  cook  in  the  largest  hotel  in  Port  Burwell. 
Never  did  they  have  a  starchy  breakfast  or  a  colourless  dinner  while  I  Avas 
there.  But  now  I  cook  for  one,  although  it  might  have  been  different  all  these 
years.  If  I  had  to  live  it  over  again  I  think  I  would  take  Mr.  Oh !  What  's-His- 
Name,  and  cook  for  two.  Oh !  now  I  remember  his  name — you  dear  old  friend. 
I  believe  I'd  like  to  see  him.  He  swore  he'd  never  marry  anyone  but  me.  Let 
me  see,  one  week  till  Commencement — there's  plenty  of  time — an  advertisement 
in  the  Port  Burwell  News — and  he's  mine.  We'll  start  immediately  for  Whitby 
and  then  to  the  celebration.  I  shall  show  him  the  college  and  the  domestic 
rooms,  and  our  stoves  and  machines,  and  oh,  everything,  and  all  our  college 
friends  will  be  back.  Although  I  may  be  in  my  seventieth  year,  once  again  for 
a  few  days  I  shall  have  my  girlhood  and  the  happiness  of  those  years  at  O.L.C. 
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Cije  (^reat  Canabian 

WHEN  those  who  were  present  on  the  evening  of  December  1st,  1923,  look 
back  in  years  to  come  they  will  assuredly  agree  that  one  of  the  most 
interesting  events  in  the  history  of  Ontario  Ladies'  College  occurred 
upon  that  occasion. 

Bliss  Carman  Avho  is  asknowledged  as  the  greatest  Canadian  and  one  of 
the  foremost  poets  of  his  age  honoured  us  by  a  visit. 

We  saw  a  man  oljviouslj^  in  later  middle  life,  gray-haired,  extraordinarily 
tall  and  thin,  wearing  spectacles,  whose  face  was  drawn  and  lined.  His  appear- 
ance added  another  element  to  our  imagination  and  respect  for  him.  We 
realized  that  criticism  and  neglect  had  not  been  unknown  to  the  genius  who 
had  made  a  contribution  to  Canadian  poetry  of  which  any  nation  might  be 
proud. 

Mr.  Carman  read  to  us  for  an  hour  and  a  half,  some  things  which  we  all 
knew  and  loved,  a  few  not  yet  published  and  others  which  were  a  delightful 
discovery,  and  which  became  dear  to  us  then,  though  we  had. not  known  of  them 
before. 

We  are  perhaps  not  yet  competent  to  judge  the  work  of  our  great  fellow- 
countryman,  but  I  do  know  that  the  sheer  beauty  of  the  songs  he  read  to  us 
lifted  us  high  above  all  other  thought  throughout  the  entire  evening.  I  do  not 
believe  the  old  concert-hall  which  has  heard  so  much  of  loveliness  in  so  many 
forms  ever  held  a  more  entranced  audience  than  upon  that  evening. 

Those  of  us  who  were  privileged  to  meet  Mr.  Carman  after  the  lecture 
cannot  remember  it  without  a  laugh  and  a  thrill. 

We  all  sat  around  and  devoured  cocoa  and  cookies  and  watched  the  great 
man  from  afar  hoping  to  get  a  chance  lo  thrust  one  more  autograph  album 
upon  him  while  he  talked  Math  our  elders.  But  afterwards  all  mundane 
thoughts  were  swept  away  before  the  majestic  beauty  of  the  "Making  of 
Man"  which  he  read  to  us  on  request  just  before  he  bade  us  good-night. 

The  lecture  itself  had  ended  upon  a  splendid  note  of  beauty,  but  the  Avhole 
occasion  would  have  seemed  incomplete  without  the  crowning  touch  of  this 
poem  which  symbolizes  perhaps  better  than  any  other  of  his  works,  not  only 
the  strength  and  beauty  of  his  poetry  but  of  his  mind  and  spirit  also. 
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0m  eiber  Visiter 


It  began  Saturday  morning! 

The  school  was  audibly  expectant.  It  fairly  buzzed  with  unsuppressed 
excitement.  There  was  much  borrowing  of  wardrobes.  From  one's  best  sport 
skirt  to  a  pair  of  boot-laces  Saturday,  February  16th,  was  a  gala  day  at  O.L.C. 
The  Victoria  College  Glee  Club  was  coming  to  town ! 

The  programme  included  a  skating-party  at  the  much  coveted  town  rink 
in  the  afternoon,  tea  at  the  school  and  the  concert  at  the  Methodist  church  at 
night  at  which  the  Seniors  might  attend. 

Nobody  would  have  been  anywhere  else  for  worlds ! 
^  At  two  o'clock  everyone  set  out  for  the  rink.    The  ice  was  splendid,  there 

was  a  band  and  when  the  Glee  Club  finally  arived  the  party  became  positively 
riotous.  We  all  enjoyed  ourselves;  even  our  unlucky  guests  swamped  in  the 
feminine  surplus  were  polite  enough  to  say  so.  We  hope  they  meant  it. 
However,  after  two  hours'  skating  there  was  no  doubt  as  to  the  popularity 
with  which  the  idea  of  supper  was  received. 

We  all  trooped  up  to  the  college  and  deposited  ourselves  upon  the  floor 
in  the  concert  hall.  Before  supper,  there  was  a  short  programme.  Miss  Widd- 
up  played,  Miss  Merchant  and  Velma  LaFrance  sang,  and  Beatrice  Carruthers 
recited.  By  this  time  we  were  all  thoroughly  acquainted  and  the  Concert-hall 
usually  dedicated  to  the  muses  resounded  to  the  voices  of  laughing,  shouting 
people  who  were  hungry  and  said  so. 

When  the  salads,  buns,  coffee  and  cookies  with  ice  cream  to  top  off  finally 
appeared,  it  was  amazing  to  watch  their  exit  from  this  life.  There  was  nothing 
left  but  the  cups  and  plates. 

The  party  was  forced  to  break  up  in  the  midst  of  the  hilarity  as  our  guests 
had  to  set  out  for  the  Methodist  Church  rather  early  but  before  they  went 
there  was  a  generous  exchange  of  yells  and  songs. 

The  concert  was  a  fitting  end  to  a  very  enjoyable  day.  It  was  composed  of 
both  classical  and  popular  music,  but  in  either  case  delightful.  The  octette, 
a  charming  addition  to  the  Glee  Club  since  their  last  visit,  proved  especially 
enjoyable. 

On  Sunday  the  service  at  the  Methodist  Church  was  taken  by  the  members 
:of  the  Glee  Club  and  at  night  four  of  them,  Mr.  Eric  Beecroft,  Mr.  Hussey, 
Mr.  Finny  and  Mr.  Bain  had  charge  of  our  service  at  the  school. 

Mr.  Finny  and  Mr.  Beecroft  spoke  upon  the  Indianapolis  S.C.M.  Confer- 
ence in  its  different  phases.  Despite  the  hilarious  nature  of  their  visit  we  all 
felt  that  0.  L.  C.  was  bound  to  Victoria  by  certain  ties  of  a  very  different  kind. 
In  a  lesser  degree  we  are  thinking  and  feeling  in  the  same  manner  as  these  men 
and  women.  Above  all  the  S.C.M.  forms  a  link  between  the  two  Colleges  and 
it  was  as  S.C.M.  delegates  that  these  men  spoke  to  us  that  night. 

We  form  a  unit  here  of  the  great  movement  of  the  youth  of  the  world 
which  is  manifested  in  the  S.C.M.  in  its  endeavour  to  find  some  answer  to  the 
questions  of  modern  life  and  modern  spiritual  unrest.  Our  speakers  told  us  of 
the  things  of  which  other  students  are  thinking  and  of  the  problems  which 
interest  them  and  which  no  matter  how  remote  we  are  will  eventually  touch 
us  such  as  the  race  question  and  above  all  that  of  war.  The  speakers  were  not 
members  of  the  Glee  Club  or  people  from  Victoria,  a  great  college  speaking  to 
a  secondary  school,  but  students  speaking  to  students.  It  was  this  relation  be- 
tween speakers  and  audience  which  made  the  service  one  of  the  most  memor- 
able and  most  fully  appreciated  of  the  year. 

Thus  ended  one  of  the  very  nicest  week-ends  at  O'.L.C.  during  the  whole 
year  of  1924. 
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POLITICS  is  a  great  game,  and  a  game  which  everj^one  should  play. 
Some  say  that  it  is  a  boys'  game  but  if  that  is  so  it  should  be  changed. 
Perhaps,  formerly,  boys  have  been  the  chief  participants  in  this  great 
game  but  women  are  coming  into  their  own  and  we  at  least  had  one  thoroughly 
political  night.  The  concert  hall  represented  the  distinguished  House.  At  the 
back  on  a  raised  platform  sat  the  speaker,  Helen  Deroche,  and  on  the  right 
the  great  Liberal  Party  with  its  leader,  Norah  ITolden.  Facing  the  Liberals 
sat  the  Conservative  or  Opposition  party,  led  by  Rosamond  MeCulloch,  and 
the  Progressives  led  by  Beatrice  Carruthers.  Mrs.  Pankhurst,  our  guest,  and 
the  faculty,  were  seated  on  the  platform. 

First  came  the  Governor  General,  Evelyn  Carss,  preceded  by  the  sergeant 
at  arms,  Marie  Breithaupt,  all  according  to  Hoyle.  The  Speech  from  the  Throne 
was  read  and  the  house  settled  down  to  war.  Two  ardent  Liberals  moved  and 
seconded  the  adoption  of  the  Speech  from  the  Throne  and  the  right  honourable 
Leader  of  the  Opposition  took  it  upon  herself  to  violently  denounce  it.  A  some- 
what heated  discussion  ensued  wherein  the  members  hammered  one  another  un- 
der cover  of  the  most  exquisite  parliamentary  language.  They  rallied  round 
their  leaders  with  startling  tenacity,  they  hotly  opposed  the  other  parties  and 
they  each  and  every  one  applauded  their  own  ideas  with  the  greatest  enthusiasm, 
quite  in  approved  parliamentary  style  and  completely  to  everyone's  satisfaction. 
At  the  close  of  our  debate,  Mrs.  Pankhurst  the  speaker  of  the  evening,  addressed 
us. 

Mrs.  Pankhurst  is  a  woman  of  the  hour.  Her  strength  of  will  and  her 
dominating  courage  have  won  for  her  the  honoured  position  she  holds  to-day. 
Her  forceful  personality  struck  her  every  word  home  to  us.  We  are  young 
Canada.  In  us  the  nation  places  her  trust.  It  is  our  privilege  and  our  duty 
to  step  into  our  places  filling  up  the  ranks  of  our  fathers.  We  must  carry  on 
the  torch  extended  to  us  and  deliver  it  at  the  end  of  our  journey  brighter  and 
better  than  when  it  came  into  our  hands.   Let  us  not  fail  Canada. 

A  hearty  vote  of  thanks  was  moved  by  the  Right  Honourable  Prime  Min- 
ister, seconded  by  the  leader  of  the  opposition  and  supported  by  the  Progress- 
ive leader.  We  meant  it  with  all  our  hearts  and  the  speaker  said  so  as  she 
delivered  it.    Ths  our  first  plunge  into  politics. 


^fje  Pernor  limner 

THE  Senior  dinner,  held  on  Friday,  April  the  twenty-fifth,  proved  a  great 
success,  and  we  feel  greatly  indebted  to  the  Juniors  for  their  work  in 
decorating  the  tables,  and  to  all  those  w^ho  co-operated  with  them. 
The  Senior  table  in  the  centre  of  the  room  seemed  a  mass  of  pink  roses,  in 
silver  vases.  Coral,  silver  and  blue  ribbons  hung  from  the  lights  above,  and 
noticeably  displayed  the  class  colors.  The  tiny  "mortar  boards"  containing 
candy,  and  the  diploma-like  scrolls  for  place  cards  gave  an  air  of  dignity  suit- 
able to  the  Seniors'  coming  graduation. 

The  other  tables  around  the  edge  of  the  room  were  in  their  respective 
class  colors,  most  noticeable  of  which  was  the  mauve  and  green  of  the  Juniors. 

This  long-anticipated  dinner  far  exceeded  our  expectations,  and  even  the 
restraint  which  we  felt  at  its  formality  soon  wore  off  as  course  after  course 
was  served. 
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After  dinner  Mr.  Farewell,  acting  as  toast-master,  proposed  our  first 
toast,  to  the  King.  This  was  responded  to  very  heartily,  and  after  a  short 
address  the  other  toasts  followed  in  quick  succession.  Toasts  too  numerous 
to  mention  were  proposed  with  the  greatest  sincerity  and  responded  to  grate- 
fully. The  Senior  and  Junior  songs  were  sung,  the  other  classes  gave  their 
yells,  and  all  too  soon  the  programme  drew  to  a  close.  With  hands  clasped 
we  stood  around  the  room,  sang  "Auld  Lang  Sync"  and  then  departed,  some  to 
dance  in  the  gym,  the  others  to  bed. 


"HE  Sabbath  immediately  preceding  the  Baccalaureate  Sermon  is  one  which 


is  of  peculiar  interest  to  all  Whitbyites.   The  bells,  the  long  lines,  the  Sun- 


day smells  and  sounds,  the  hard  pews  and  the  long  sermons  of  its  fellows 
become  all  too  familiar  during  the  year,  but  this  warm  June  Sunday  never  fails 
to  erase  all  the  rather  boring  recollections  of  its  predecessors,  and  establish  in- 
stead another  memory  of  warmth  and  beauty,  in  the  goodly  company  which  every 
0.  L.  C.  girls  caiTies  in  her  heart  concerning  her  Alma  Mater. 

Particularly  is  this  true  of  the  Seniors.  There  are  many  days  during  the 
last  few  weeks  which  seem  to  be  their  special  prerogative,  but  upon  this  one 
is  the  hand  of  the  church  so  to  speak,  and  it  is  often  even  more  memorable  than 
Baccalaureate  Sunday  itself. 

According  to  a  time-honored  custom  the  Seniors  go  unattended  to  St.  John's 
the  Episcopal  at  the  Bay.  This  little  church  has  behind  it  a  history  of  more 
than  eighty  years.  Although  it  is  simple  in  structure,  and  small  in  proportions, 
it  possesses  the  mellow  beauty  of  age  and  the  dignity  of  tradition ;  attributes 
which  are  singularly  gracious  in  this  rather  prosaic  and  unprecedented  land  of 
ours.  Having  the  privilege  of  membership  in  the  Senior  Class  of  this  year  I 
attended  the  little  church  upon  this  particular  occasion. 

We  were  very  kindly  received  by  the  Rector,  Eevcrend  Mr.  Langford,  and 
given  seats  directly  below  the  pulpit. 

The  service  which  followed  was  one  of  the  most  beautiful  I  have  ever  at- 
tended.   Its  chief  characteristics  were  simplicity  and  sincerity. 

Mr.  Langford,  who  kindly  addressed  his  sermon  more  especially  to  us,  did 
not  speak  upon  very  intricate  or  involved  points  of  doctrine,  nor  did  he  use 
very  brilliant  phrases  and  sentences,  yet  he  created  that  rare  impression  that 
he  himself  utterly  and  absolutely  believed  in  the  gentle  and  beautiful  philosophy 
of  life  which  he  presented  to  us  as  graduates. 

The  beauty  of  the  little  church,  the  dignity  of  the  morning  service,  above 
all  the  shining  dominating  sincerity  of  the  speaker,  combined  to  establish  an 
atmosphere  more  deeply  reverent  than  any  which  many  of  us  had  ever  exper- 
ienced before.  We  felt  that  upon  this  last  Sunday  of  the  year  we  had  wor- 
shipped God  as  He  would  most  truly  desire. 

It  is  the  tradition  of  the  school  that  the  Sacrament  shall  be  administered 
to  the  students  at  the  last  Chapel.  This  occasion  is  perhaps  the  most  intimate 
of  all  such  during  the  year.  No  one  is  pi-esent  but  the  Faculty  and  students 
who  are  addressed  by  the  Principal.  This  address  is  always  recalled  with  plea- 
sure by  the  students,  it  is  a  review  of  the  whole  year  from  all  angles,  but  it  is 
the  ceremonv  of  the  sacrament  which  remains  most  steadfastly  in  our  memories. 

Although  it  loses  none  of  its  sacred  significance,  it  takes  on  an  additional 
symbolic  quality.    As  we  partake  of  the  bread  and  wine  we  remember  with 


Page  l<Ji(jhty-hio 


gratitude  and  love  not  only  the  Last  Supper  of  our  Lord,  but  we  recall  the  youth, 
the  joy  in  living,  the  springing  hope  and  the  warm  comradeship,  of  the  passing 
year ;  in  all  of  which  we  know  He  rejoiced  and  had  a  share,  when  He  lived 
as  we  do. 


iWap  Bap 

ONE 'S  mind  leaps  at  once  to  an  early  morning  mist,  hanging  in  veils  around 
the  fresh  young  leaves  and  the  pines;  to  pale  sunlight  lazily  drifting 
through  the  mists  in  slender  shafts,  and  then  waking  into  new  life  to  the 
fresh  beauty  of  the  earth  when  it  touches  clusters  of  violets  and  May-flowers. 
This  kingdom  cries  out  for  a  queen — one  who  will  complete  the  picture; — and 
we  hurry  to  the  fairy  courts  in  search  of  her. 

In  this  century  the  fairy-courts  have  been  hurried  away  to  other  lands, 
and  so,  as  we  still  search  each  May-day  for  the  beautiful  Queen  our  search 
must  limit  itself  to  mortals.  This  year  the  far  fairy  kingdoms  desired  so  won- 
drous a  celebration  that  they  appropriated  all  the  sunshine,  all  the  particularly 
lovely  bird-songs,  and  most  of  the  flowers — and  Oh ! — how  hard  it  was  to  hold 
our  coronation  and  festivities  without  the  touch  of  fairy  hands  and  the  stimulus 
of  sunshine. 

But  0.  L.  C.  courts  outrivaled  fairy  courts  this  year  in  the  spirit  and  joy 
of  the  celebration.  At  ten  o'clock  we  hurried  into  the  concert  hall  with  many 
pencils  and  much  enthusiasm,  and  there,  chose  Her,  whom  we  thought  would 
best  rule  over  our  spirits  and  plans  for  May  day. — Long  live  the  Queen!  Jessie 
Bell! — may  her  sweet  true  nature,  her  dependability  and  her  ideal  womanhood 
ever  be  an  inspiration  to  us. 

The  Queen  must  have  Counsellors,  and  so,  after  swaying  from  one  of  our 
trusty  candidates  to  another,  Beatrice  Corruthers  and  Helen  Bunner  were  chosen 
to  uphold  the  Queen's  dignity  and  hear  her  every  desire. 

When  we  had  chosen  our  May  Queen,  we  gave  an  exhibition  in  her  honour. 
After  a  march  by  the  entire  kingdom  we  waited  in  silence  for  her  coronation 
and  ascent  to  the  throne.  The  lack  of  sunshine  was  lessened  by  the  presence  of 
the  Queen's  small  flower-girls  and  train-bearers  who  were  extremely  delightful 
substitutes. 

The  throne-room  in  which  the  exhibition  was  given,  (its  honour  the  Gymn- 
asium) was  crowded  with  interested  people,  and  after  the  successful  termin- 
ation, due  to  Miss  Snyder,  the  Queen's  most  famous  gj^nnnast,  luncheon  was 
served  in  the  long  banquet  hall,  the  Queen  seated  in  state  with  her  Counsellors 
and  pages. 

During  luncheon  large  racks  piled  high  with  hay  drew  up  outside  the 
school,  and  we  all  hastened  to  prepare  for  a  prickly,  chilly  but  absolutely  delight- 
ful ride  to  Corbett's  Point,  and  once  there,  dropped  most  of  our  state  and  court 
jnanners.  Luncheon  seemed  to  have  been  hours  ago,  and  even  our  dignified 
Queen  (as  those  near  her  noted  with  relief)  made  no  pretense  of  owning  a 
dainty  appetite.  It  was  about  seven  o'clock  when  the  hay  racks  drove  up  and 
we  started  back  again. 

The  fire-places  in  the  Common  Room  of  our  Queen's  court  had  been  pre- 
pared, and  we  sat  before  the  glow,  dreaming  and  singing.  When  the  dreams 
grew  a  little  too  pleasing  we  hurried  to  "Its  Honour  the  Gymnasium"  and  danced 
away  what  thoughts  threatened  to  shadow  the  complete  happiness  of  May  Day. 
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Mentor  Clasis;  MtU 

WE,  the  Senior  Class  of  1924  of  Ontario  Ladies'  College,  being  of  sound 
mind,  do  hereby  declare  this  our  last  will  and  testament. 
1st.  T'o  our  beloved  principals.  Miss  Maxwell  and  Mr.  Farewell,  we 
give  and  bequeath  our  eternal  love  and  remembrance. 

2nd.  To  our  Faculty,  the  best  wishes  for  a  bright  and  happy  future. 
3rd.  To  our  Alma  Mater  we  bequeath  the  clock,  may  if  never  lead  anyone 
astray. 

4th.  To  the  Seniors  of  1925,  we  will  our  places  as  leaders  of  the  walk,  the 
right  to  preside  at  table,  occasional  hall  duty  and  last  but  not  least  the  privi- 
lege of  ringing  the  gong  three  times  a  day  only. 

Also : 

Marion  Anglin  bestows  her  shyness  on  Doris  McLean. 
Evelyn  Ball  wills  her  exquisite  singing  voice  to  Pat  Gumley. 
Jessie  Bell,  wills  her  many  and  varied  classes  to  Peggy  Ormond. 
Pauline  Bowden  leaves  her  English  to  Betty  Wright. 
Isabel  Brewster  bestows  her  '  J azz '  on  Marie  Grafton. 
Marjorie  Carss  leaves  the  Athletic  A.  to  Bunny  Hodge. 
Kay  Corrigan  bequeaths  the  candy  management  to  Helen  Burmer. 
Madeleine  Charles  leaves  her  typewriting  medal  to  C.  Terrill. 
Helen  Deroche  v/ills  her  long  walks  to  Audrey  Taylor. 
Isobel  Fairfield  leaves  her  geometry  to  Olive  Gibson. 
Maud  Girvin  bequeaths  her  expression  to  Marie  Ott. 
Nora  Holden  wills  the  Honour  Club  to  whoever  will  take  it. 
Mae  Irwin  leaves  Jean  Allan  to  Margaret  Home. 
Verna  Jones  bequeaths  her  plumpness  to  Helen  Dundas. 
Velma  LaFrance  wills  her  theory  to  Lloyd  Baldwin. 
Alleyne  Meyers  leaves  'Mel'  to  Marguerite  Jackson. 
Rome  McCulloch  bequeaths  her  poetry  to  Eleanor  Manning. 
Lois  Newberry  wills  Rhoda  to  Ruth  Swartz. 
Albina  Oberholtzer  bequeaths  her  name  to  Kay  Hare. 
Hazel  Ott  leaves  her  good  cooking  to  Spike. 
Dot  Pitt  wills  her  optimism  to  Doris  Coulter. 
Lorna  Schell  bequeaths  her  dresses  to  Helen  Parry. 
Anne  Souter  leaves  Russ's  picture  to  Vine  Lewis. 
Bobby  Smart  wills  Jerry  to  Marie  Bi-eithaupt. 
Isabel  Wilson  bequeaths  her  raven  tresses  to  Rhoda  Howe. 
Marg.  Wright  leaves  her  fun  to  Grace  Baird. 
Edna  Wright  wills  her  diploma  to  Dorothy  Chambers. 
We  hope  that  you  will  accept  these  trifling  gifts  with  the  spirit  in  which 
they  were  bequeathed. 

At  the  first  of  the  year  these  officers  were  elected  in  the  Senior  Class : 

Honorary-President         -         -  Miss  Maxwell 

Faculty  Advisor  .  .  _  .  Miss  Ball 
President  ....  Lois  Newberry 
Vice-Pl'esident         -         -  Velma  La  France 

Secretary  .....  Jessie  Bell 
Treasurer        -         -  -  Nora  Holden 
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On  Saturday,  March  the  first  at  about  one-thirty  o'clock,  the  sleigh  which 
was  to  carry  the  seniors  to  Oshawa  arrived  at  the  College.  One  by  one  we 
climbed  aboard,  and  amid  the  jingle  of  sleigh  bells  and  the  clank  of  horses' 
hoofs  in  the  snow,  our  merry  drive  began. 

In  Oshawa,  after  an  enjoyable  afternoon  at  the  Regent  Theatre  we  went 
to  Welch's  where  we  met  the  girls  who  had  remained  at  home  to  play  in  the 
hockey-game.  After  supper,  much  as  we  regretted  leaving  Oshawa,  we  were 
glad  to  hear  the  sleigh  drive  up  to  the  door  and  to  start  on  our  return  trip. 


ON  March  21st  an  Oriental  Monarch,  King  Kasim,  held  his  glittering  Court 
in  the  transformed  gym.  of  O.L.C.  No  one  would  have  recognized  in 
this  resplendent  open  court  room,  the  bare,  businesslike  gymnasium 
to  which  we  are  accustomed.  On  one  side  lay  the  Arabian  Desert,  on  the  other 
a  Moslem  city.  A  long  carpet  between  rows  of  tables  stretched  to  the  throne 
on  which  the  King  sat,  surrounded  by  pillows  and  Oriental  rugs,  and  attended 
by  two  slaves  who  fanned  him  unceasingly. 

Embassies  from  Greece,  Egypt,  and  Persia  came,  paying  homage  to  this 
all-powerful  king  who  welcomed  them  in  a  most  regal  manner  and  demanded 
that  his  courtiers  provide  fitting  entertainmnt  for  his  noble  visitors.  At  the 
royal  command  there  appeared  before  the  throne  a  dancer,  sparkling  with 
jewels,  who  bore  in  her  hands  an  incense  pot  from  which,  as  she  danced,  issued 
spurts  of  perfume  laden  smoke.  With  graceful  ease  she  performed  the  mystic 
steps  of  her  dance,  in  worship  of  this  incense  until  one  felt  that  it  was  indeed 
worthy  of  such  honor.  Almost  immediately  after  a  voice  was  heard  ringing- 
through  the  court  room  in  a  mystic  tantalizing  Eastern  chant  which  held  one 
spell-bound. 

In  the  midst  of  the  entertainment  an  augurer  arrived  to  interpret  the 
king's  dream.  He  told  of  a  wonderful  castle  filled  with  love  and  laughter 
which  had  stood  for  fifty  years  in  the  beautiful  province  of  Ontario  and  he 
prophesied  that  for  many  years  to  come  this  castle,  which  we  know  as  Alma 
Mater,  would  continue  to  bring  knowledge  and  wisdom  to  all  who  entered  its 
>valls. 

Another  song  in  honor  of  Incense  which  seemed  to  be  the  patron  god  of 
the  kingdom,  and  then  a  play  entitled  "The  Flight  of  the  Queen"  was  enacted 
before  the  throne.  This  playlet,  which  contained  a  moral,  taken  from  the  life 
of  the  bees  told  of  the  love  of  a  drone  for  his  Queen,  and  its  disastrous  ending. 

The  Prince  of  Zoon,  one  of  the  "Heirs  of  the  Idle  Hours"  loved  Queen 
Zoomizamara  who  fled  from  him  to  the  topmost  peak  of  Mount  Aither.  When 
he  alone  of  all  the  Princes  followed  her  to  the  top  she  admitted  her  love  for 
him,  and  for  many  hours  she  was  blissfully  happy  until  she  remembered  that 
after  all,  she  was  Queen  and  no  one  was  fit  to  touch  her  so  when  he  dared  to 
kiss  her  hand  she  stabbed  him  and  flew  back  to  her  castle. 

Finally  a  priestess,  in  white,  flowing  robes,  gave  the  Muezzin  Call  to 
prayers  and  every  follower  of  the  Prophet  salaamed  and  repeated  his  prayers. 
Then  the  King  followed  by  his  court  filed  out  of  the  room. 

A  lighter  form  of  entertainment,  after  the  impressive  ceremony  of  the 
court  room,  was  then  provided  for  the  onlookers  when  strains  of  popular  music 


Cf)e  Senior  ^tunt 
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came  from  hidden  pianos,  and  the  dancing  began.  Supper  was  served  at  the 
tables  by  oriental  waitresses. 

The  Senior  soTi'g-,  to  the  tune  of  "On  the  Road  to  Mandalay,"  sung  by  the 
Senior  Class  enmasse  around  the  throne  provided  a  fitting  and  ceremonious 
"grande  finale"  to  a  most  enjoyable  evening. 


THE  Whitby  Chapter  of  the  Trafalgar  Daughters  held  a  St.  Patrick's 
Tea  in  the  college  on  Saturday,  March  the  fifteenth.  The  seniors  dee- 
orated  the  Common  Room  and  the  Drawing  room  in  green  and  white. 
On  the  tables  were  daffodils  and  narcissus;  and  the  Seniors,  serving  in  their 
white  dresses,  completed  the  effective  picture. 


^0  OTbom  3t  iHap  Concern 

I.  Thou  shalt  keep  thy  eye  on  the  Faculty  if  thou  wishest  to  get  on  the 
Honour  Club  and  yet  have  fun. 

II.  Thou  shalt  not  copy  any  graven  writings,  of  stories  of  birds  in  the  air 
or  beasts  on  the  earth,  or  fish  in  the  waters  under  the  earth.  Thou  shalt  not 
bow  down  thy  head  to  read  books  under  thy  desk  or  write,  notes  in  class  hours. 
For  I  the  Faculty  am  a  jealous  Faculty,  visiting  the  iniquities  of  the  offenders 
with  three  weeks  study  hall,  and  showing  mercy  unto  thousands  of  them  that 
keep  my  commandments  by  not  marking  their  homework  or  making  them  write 
out  their  vocabularies. 

III.  Thou  shalt  not  use  profane  language,  unless  under  extraordinary  cir- 
cumstances, such  as  having  your  story  books  or  ' '  Vox ' '  taken  from  you  or  getting 
fish-eyes  for  dinner. 

IV.  Remember  the  college  girls'  week  consists  of  seven  days.  Six  days 
^halt  thou  labour  and  do  all  thy  work,  and  on  the  seventh  day  all  the  homework. 

V.  Honour  thy  school-mates  and  Alma  Mater  that  thy  days  may  not  be 
too  long  in  the  College  where  thou  art  sent. 

VI.  Thou  shalt  not  kill  time. 

VII.  Thou  shalt  not  adulterate  thy  school-mates  bed  with  shoe-brushes 
and  sugar,  or  put  salt  in  the  next  girl's  water  at  dinner. 

VIII.  Thou  shalt  not  steal  thy  room-mate's  hairpins,  etc. 

IX.  Thou  shalt  not  bear  false  witness  against  thy  chums  but  preserve  a 
discreet  silence  as  to  their  goings  out  and  comings  in. 

X.  Thou  shalt  not  covet  thy  neighbor's  brains,  nor  her  finished  homework, 
nor  her  tidy  room  and  mop,  nor  her  dictionary  and  other  books,  nor  her  fre- 
quent week-ends,  nor  anything  that  is  thy  neighbor's. 


Puge  Ei(ilit}/-Xine 
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We're  the  Seniors  oi  Trafalgar, 
We're  the  Seniors  gay  and  free, 


We  have  worked  to  love  and  honour 
Our  dear  old  O.L.C. 
Where  fifty  years  of  freedom 

Have  built  a  glorious  name, 
A  heritage  of  honor, 
A  mighty  gift  of  fame 

A  mighty  gift  of  fame. 
1st  Chorus : — 

Oh  the  happy  days  I've  spent 
Full  of  joy  and  merriment, 
Where  I  learned  to  laugh  at  every  fear 
And  every  discontent. 
What  if  school  days  cannot  last. 
And  our  friends  so  quickly  pass, — 
Still  we  always  love  with  glowing  hearts 


Sometimes  there  comes  a  whisper 
Breathing  memories  of  my  class. 
Like  a  sailing  ship  at  sunset 
Which  we  meet  and  greel  and  pass. 
Then  within  our  hearts  comes  creeping 
All  the  tender  thoughts  of  thee, — 
Are  you  just  as  fair  as  ever 
Alma  Mater  0.  L.  C, 
Alma  Mater  O.  L.  C.  1 
2nd  Chorus : — 

Oh  my  heart  goes  out  to  thee 

Alma  Mater  0.  L.  C. 

And  I  seem  to  feel  thy  loving  hand 


And  I've  strayed  from  shore  to  shore, 
My  heart  still  loves  the  Senior  Class. 


1^ 


The  dear  old  Senior  Class. 


Is  always  'guiding  me. 
After  many  years  are  o'er, 


Of  1924. 


Rome. 


1 
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President  -  -  -  Beatrice  Carriithers 
Vice-President  -  -  -  Gratia  Hodge 
Secretary  -  -  -  Marie  Breithaupt 
Treasurer        -  -        -        Ida  Sherlock 

Class  Colours — Pale  Green-Orchid 


Junior  Song 

Oh!  We're  the  Junior  Class  of  '24 
We  sing  our  Jubilee, 
And  after  fifty  years  or  more 
We  stand  for  0.  L.  C. 

Chorus : — 

Junior  Class!  Junior  Class! 
Junior  Class  of  '24 
Oh !  We  're  out  to  do  our  best, 
And  we  hope  Ave '11  pass  the  test, 
Junior  Class !  Junior  Class  of  '24 ! 

Oh !  The  Junior  Class  is  full  of  pep, 
We're  the  snappiest  in  the  school, 
Now  everyone  just  watch  your  step. 
You'll  find  we  keep  this  rule. 

Chorus : — 

Oh !  The  Junior  Class  is  rough,  rough,  rough. 
And  that's  what  makes  us   tough,   tough,  tough. 
Now  if  you  think  we're  puff,  puff,  puff 
Well  then  you've  said  enough  'nuff,  'nuff. 
Chorus : — 

(To  the  tune  of  ''Polly-Wolly-Doodle.") 


Now,  once  upon  a  time,  in  a  University  called  Cornell,  a  new  word  was 
bom.  Its  ancestors  were  famed,  and  known  the  world  over,  and  the  family 
name,  which  was  "Stint",  was  due  to  the  fact  that  they  were  alt  exceptionally 
hard  workers.  Owing,  however,  to  changes  in  pronunciation  and  the  proclivity 
of  the  youth  of  that  generation  to  coin  words,  the  name  changed  to  "Stunt." 
Several  illustrious  fairies  were  present  at  the  birth  of  "Stunt,"  wishing  to  be- 
stow gifts  upon  this  new  arrival  into  the  English  language.  One  far-sighted  fairy, 
after  noting  the  gifts  of  her  fairy-sisters,  and  realizing  that  these  three.  Beauty, 
Compactness  and  Style,  must  all  have  a  source,  bestowed  Originality.  As 
"Stunt"  grew  older,  she  realized  that  to  use  the  first  three  gifts  to  their  best 
advantage,  she  must  first  strive  to  develop  Originality  to  the  greatest  extent. 

When  the  Junior  Class  solicited  the  assistance  of  "Stunt,"  hoping  through 
her,  to  present  something  vastly  different  from  the  ordinary,  originality  be- 
came the  keynote  of  its  efforts,  and  after  many  struggles  with  the  needle,  and 
with  chorus  work,  and  after  the  expenditure  of  the  breath  of  the  entire  class, 
in  approximately  eight  hundred  and  twenty-five  balloons,  Ave  learned  the 
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antidote  for  stage-fright,  and  our  Pierrots  and  Pierettes  blew  as  light  and 
fanciful  "Bubbles"  for  the  school  as  "Stunt"  would  permit. 

A  softly-lit  cabaret  formed  the  background  and  at  each  table,  sat  Pierrots 
and  Pierrettes.  The  curtains  drew  back  and  our  president,  Beatrice  Car- 
ruthers,  interpreted  the  title  of  our  Stunt,  "Bubbles"  and  opened  the  presenta- 
tion. The  choruses  opened  with  ' '  Juniors  of  '24 !  '24 ! "  and  was  followed  by  a 
duet  entitled  "They'll  Never  Believe  Me,"  by  Isobel  Cooke  and  Patricia  Gum- 
ley;  a  delightful  chorus  and  dance,  appropriately  called  "The  Only  Way";  a 
similar  one  called  the  "Happy  Chorus";  a  solo;  a  masculine  interpretation,  by 
Rhoda  Howe,  including  a  chorus  by  the  cabaret  revellers,  namely," Oh!  You 
^  Little  Sun-uv-er-gun !"  ;  a  dainty  dance  by  Pierrette  Jean  Hepburn  and  Pier- 
rot  Betty  Wright;  scenes  from  "A  Photograph  Album";  a  "Blackbird  Song" 
characteristically  rendered  by  Grace  Elliot;  "I'd  Like  to  Bring  My  Mother" 
• — a  most  interesting  song  by  dainty  little  Miss  Grey ;  and  by  the  closing 
chorus  in  which  much  good  advice  was  given  to  all  engaged  in  night-errantry, 
including  our  friends  the  dicky  birds,  in  which  Helen  Bunner  sang  so  sweetly 
to  us.  All  these  interesting,  and  of  course,  more  detailed  skits  comprised  the 
efforts  of  our  Stunt.  Following  this  the  Pierrots  and  Pierrettes  scattered 
among  the  audience,  and  without  a  dull  awkward  moment  everyone  was  swept 
into  the  dance. 

The  orchestra,  which  really  should  be  granted  more  publicity  than  has 
been  customary,  was  irresistible,  and  our  most  beloved  "Bunny"  lead  our 
feet  through  eight  delightful  dances. 

We  challenge  you ! — Who  dares  to  admit  lack  of  knowledge  as  to  the  true 
meaning  of  the  word  "refreshments",  after  such  a  delicious  example? 

For  the  Juniors,  the  evening  was  over,  only  after  expelling  the  air  from 
the  eight  hundred  and  twenty-five  balloons,  and  it  was  sorrowful  toil  that 
we  were  engaged  in,  for  it  seemed  to  personify  the  end  of  our  "Bubbles." 

The  world  does  not  hold  only  joy  for  us,  for  we  have  lost  several  of  our 
members.  Bessie  Duggan,  Isobei  Cook,  Emma  Frid,  and  Marion  Gollop  are 
not  with  us  for  the  end  of  the  year.  Our  one  compensation  lies  in  the  return 
of  Kathleen  Hare,  who  will  now  be  one  of  our  illustrious  company  for  the  glor- 
ious Jubilee  festivities. 

To  those  of  us  who  love  the  school,  and  its  inmates,  who  dream  of  its 
great  possibilities,  and  who  long  to  proclaim  from  the  house-tops  its  worth  and 
dearness,  this  Jubilee  is  an  intense  thrill,  for  it  seems  to  be  a  most  fitting  recog- 
nition of  the  first  fifty  successful  years  of  the  school  so  dear  to  our  hearts — 
dear  old  0.  L.  C. 

— B.  B 
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THE  members  of  the  Executive  which  have  proved  themselves  worthy  sup- 
porters of  the  Sophomore  and  Freshmen  Class  are  as  follows : 
President — Virginia  Frid. 
Vice-President — Lucy  Ashbourne. 
Treasurer — Viola  Curry. 
Secretary' — Myrtle  Leech. 
The  success  of  the  stunt  was  largely  due  to  the  untiring  efforts  of  Miss  Ever- 
son,  who  has  proved  herself  to  be  a  worthy  and  ever  willing  class  teacher. 


The  Sophomore  and  Freshmen  Stunt 

After  the  usual  scurrying  to  and  fro,  the  customary  buzzing  of  low  secret 
voices  and  the  necessary  planning  of  costumes  and  so  forth,  the  Sophomores  and 
Freshmen  were  ready  to  present  their  annual  stunt  to  the  members  of  0.  L.  C. 

The  programme  took  the  form  of  moving  pictures  which  were  shown  in  the 
Concert  Hall.  We  were  very  much  amused  by  the  feature  picture  "As  You  Like 
It"  which  showed  how  moving  pictures  have  modernized  Shakespeare's  "Rosa- 
lind", which  was  one  of  the  first  pictures  made. 

After  the  pictures  the  guests  were  invited  to  enjoy  an  informal  dance  in  the 
gymnasium  which  was  tastefully  decorated  in  the  class  colours  of  navy  blue  and 
silver.  Following  the  third  dance  the  class  presented  a  very  humorous  panto- 
mime, the  scene  being  ' '  The  Mad  Tea  Party ' '  from  ' '  Alice  in  Wonderland. ' '  The 
story  was  read  by  one  of  the  class  members,  and  four  other  members  imperson- 
ated the  different  characters.  Following  this  performance  dancing  was  resumed 
and  refreshments  were  served. 

About  eleven-thirty  a  pleasant  evening  was  brought  to  a  close  by  the  ex- 
change of  yells  and  the  singing  of  the  National  Anthem. 


Class  Yell 

Ricka  Racka,  Ricka  Raeka 
Rica  Raca  Roo 

Chicka  Chacka,  Chicka  Chacka 

Chic  a  Chac  a  Choo 

Fish,  Prunes,  Applesauce 

Macaroni,  Stew 

We're  the  Sophs  and  Freshies 

Who  are  you  ? 

Say  her  gently,  say  her  slow 
12   3   now  let  her  go. 
Mercury,  Venus,  Neptune,  Mars 
Can't  you  see  our  Soph  Fresh  Stars? 
Hobble  Gobble,  Razzle  Dazzle 
Sis  Boom  Bah 

We're  the  Sophs  and  Freshies 
Ra,hj  Rah,  Rah. 
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Honorary  President 
President 


Miss  Scott 
Vina  Lewis 


Vice  President  _  .  .  .  Marie  Ott 
Secretary-Treasurer       -       -       Geraldine  Wright 

N  Friday  morning,  March  28,  a  poster  appeared  on  the  bulletin  Board 


announcing  that  the  Elementary  Stunt  would  be  held  that  evening. 

The  girls  assembled  in  the  Concert  Hall  at  8  o'clock  and  after 
much  bustling  behind  the  scenes  the  curtain  was  pulled  and  the  play  "Sylvia's 
Aunts"  began. 

The  eight  Blementaries  all  took  a  prominent  part  so  that  no  one  could 
be  called  the  leading  lady. 

It  was  a  typical  College  play  and  the  girls  were  all  College  girls  except 
two — Marie  Ott  and  Ruth  Swartz — who  w^ere  maiden  Aunts  paying  a  visit  to 


After  the  play  the  girls  went  to  the  gym  to  dance. 

The  gym  was  decorated  in  the  Class  colours  woven  red  and  gold  and  to 
each  girl  was  given  a  red  and  yellow  programme  for  their  dances.  During  the 
evening  refreshments  were  served,  fruit  punch,  ice  creajn  and  little  cakes. 

We  hope  the  girls  enjoyed  the  evening  and  we  wish  to  thank  everybody 
for  helping  us  so  much. 


We're  not  allowed  to  cuss 

We're  not  allowed  to  cuss 

But  nevertheless  you  must  confess 

There's  nothing  the  matter  with  us 

Are  we  it 

Well,  I  guess, 

The  Blementaries  yes,  yes,  yes. 


the  College. 


I'litjr  One  Hundred  .S'i.r 


ABOUT  the  time  of  the  first  frost  Miss  Snyder  began  to  look  restless,  one 
wondered  why,  and  then  after  pondering  a  bit  one  decided  that  it  must 
be  the  old  desire  of  the  professional  to  be  "at  it"  again. 
Almost  before  the  tennis  courts  were  ready  for  skating  (what's  that? —  oh 
yes,  of  course,  they  are  in  the  same  place — tennis  court  and  skating  rioik — in 
fact  I  can  never  see  why  they  do  not  use  the  same  space  for  an  open  air 
swimming  pool  say  from  April  first  to  May  fifteenth  inclusive).  What  was  I 
saying — oh'  yes ;  almost  before  the  tennis  courts  were  ready  for  skating,  form 
teams  were  picked  and  everything  promised  a  real  hockey  team  this  year; 
but  unfortunately  a  wind  sprang  up  a  little  north  of  Lochinvar's  native  dist- 
rict and  brought  with  it  blankets  and  blankets  of  snow.  Alas !  we  saw  the 
poor  "tennis-rink"  disappear  before  our  very  eyes  and  having  come  the  snow 
was  loath  to  go — ^and  so — 

However,  one  good  practice  game  was  arranged  with  the  town  girls.  It 
was  a  good  game  but — well,  we  did  not  win. 

Just  watch  the  team  of  '25  'tho,  if  Miss  Snyder  is  the  coach  (we  hope  she 
will  be)  you  will  need  to  purchase  field  glasses  and  watch  the  game  from  a 
distance,  or  stretchers  will  have  to  be  provided  for  the  spectators  who  are 
overcome  by  dizziness. 

Carmbal 

A MID-WINTER  carnival  had  been  arranged  and  everyone  was  wonder- 
ing how  long  Miss  Ball's  supply  of  costumes  would  last,  when  again 
the  weather  played  a  "pretty"  mean  trick  on  us. 
The  snow  melted — the  ice  melted.    It  was  even  rumoured  that  the  dark 
spots  on  the  rink  were  grass,  and  I  believe  several  blades  were  seen  rudely 
poking  their  green  brown  tongues  out  at  us. 


Page  One  Hundred  Seren 


The  "Athletes"  wore  long  faces  until  the  president  cleverly  thought  of  an 
informal,  indoor  evening.  Mr.  Farewell  immediately  phoned  all  the  town  or- 
chestras, finally  one  was  engaged  and — well  what  does  one  generally  do  when 
■here  is  an  orchestra — 

All  this  took  place  on  the  evening  of  February  the  second. 
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WHEN  everyone  had  that  "Gee!  I  wish  Spring  were  here"  feeling,  a 
dainty  poster  appeared  on  the  bulletin  board  announcing  an  "Old 
Fashioned  Party"  "Come  in  Costume"  and  "there  are  going  to  be 
refreshments,"  it  was  stated. 

All  week  folks  sewed  frantically  and  tried  to  recall  the  way  their  great 
grandmothers  looked  in  the  family  album,  and  with  great  success  too ! 

Group  games  were  played  under  the  leadership  of  such  famous  people  as 
Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  Queen  Elizabeth,  Napoleon,  Mary  Queen  of  Scots  and 
Romeo. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Farewell,  Miss  Maxwell  and  all  our  severe  and  awe-inspiring 
faculty  were  arranged  in  wonderful  creations  from  the  long  ago. 

A  fluffy  skirted  doll  was  presented  to  Miss  Isobel  Brown  and  a  tempting 
nosegay  of  gumdrops  to  Miss  Helen  Bunner — Did  they  really  ever  look  like 
that  "Bunny?" 

After  the  promised  refreshments  everyone  sang  Auld  Lang  Syne  and  be- 
took themselves  to  their  hard  beds  to  dream  of  knights  and  fair  ladies. 


J.  SLEiorrnioLM,  Engineer 
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ART 


DURING  the  winter  months  the  members  of  the  Art  Class  were  not  lacking 
in  industry,  and  various  activities  in  the  studio  wei'e  always  evident.  Posters 
and  decorations  for  numerous  teas  and  class  stunts  alone  kept  us  busy 
although  these  were  in  addition  to  our  regular  work. 

Studies  in  still  life,  done  either  in  oils  or  water  colors,  were  our  main  ob- 
jective, but  now  and  then  we  turned  our  attention  to  portraits. 

We  would  capture  an  unwilling  victim,  arrange  her  in  an  attractive  pose 
and  start  our  masterpieces.  One  would  sometimes  be  surprised  at  the  unrecog- 
nizable results. 

We  gained  much  in  our  general  knowledge  of  paintings  and  etchings  on  our 
visit  to  the  "Grange"  art  gallery  in  Toronto  during  the  latter  part  of  the  winter 
term. 

During  the  Spring  term  we  turned  our  attention  to  outdoor  sketching  and 
transferred  many  bits  of  the  surrounding  landscape  in  its  glorious  spring  colours 
onto  canvas.  Sometimes  we  would  take  our  luncheon  and  sketch  all  day,  return- 
ing in  the  evening  with  the  happy  feeling  of  a  day  well  spent.  During  Com- 
mencement Week  we  had  the  annual  exhibition  of  the  work  the  Art  Class  has 
done  throughout  the  year. 

"Bobbie,"  our  senior  student,  presented  a  landscape  study  to  the  school, 
which  henceforth  is  to  mark  the  graduation  of  every  Art  student  from  O.L.C. 

The  valuable  art  information  so  kindly  given  us  by  our  two  instructors, 
iias,  this  year,  brought  us  to  a  better  realization  of  the  true  meaning  of  "Art" 
and  how  much  it  means  not  only  to  us  but  everyone. 
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I'm.  huilding  castles  in  the  sand 
Down  here  beside  the  sea, 
And  say,  it's  just  the  mostest  fun 
As  ever  it  can  be! 

See,  first  I  make  it  nice  and  smooth 
And  then  I  pile  it,  so, — 
]Voiv  with  this  fine,  white,  sparkly  sand 
Just  watch  my  castle  grow! 

I'm  going  to  build  a  great  big  town 
Most  nearly  to  the  sky, 
And  then  I'll  dig  a  trench,  and  make 
A  wall  that's  awftd  high. 

There,  don't  yo'u  think  that's  pretty  nice! 

— I  just  ivish  I  could  stay. 

But  I  must  go,  cuz  here  conies  nurse 

To  carry  me  away. 

#  #  #  * 

/  don't  make  castles  out  of  sand 
Because  I'm  bigger  now, 
And  so  I  like  to  run  and  shoot 
And  help  to  make  a  row. 

But  sometimes  when  the  games  are  done 

And  I'm  sprawled  in  my  chair 

Folks  whisper,  "Say,  just  look  at  John 

A  buildin'  castles  in  the  air!" 

*  *  *  # 

My  head  is  crowned  ivith  silver  now 
My  feet  are  quick  to  tire, 
I'm  happiest  when  in  my  chair 
Before  a  glowing  fire 

Some  call  me  just  a  dreamy  fool. 
Then  some  one  says  again 
"Old  John  spends  nearly  all  his  time 
With  castles  down  in  Spain." 

I'm  just  a  lonely  tired  old  man 
Who  waits  God's  loving  hand 
And  whiles  away  the  dreamy  hours 
With  castles  in  the  sand. 

R.  McCuLLOCH 
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Early  in  the  year  the  following  were  elected  as  officers  of  the  Dramatic 
Club: 

President  -  -  -  Beatrice  Carruthers 
Vice-President  -  -  -  Maude  Girvin 
Secretary        -  -  Rosamond  McCulloch 

Treasurer  -  -  -  Helen  Deroche 

EACH  year  the  school  looks  forward  with  a  great  deal  of  pleasure  to  the 
week-end  visit  of  President  Southwick  of  the  Emerson  College  of  Ora- 
tory. He  was  with  us  this  year  on  January  the  26th  and  27th. 
He  did  not  seem  a  stranger  to  us,  but  rather  a  long  loved  friend,  and  we 
knew  that  we  had  a  great  deal  of  pleasure  in  store  for  us  during  those  two 
days.  By  special  request  in  the  afternoon  he  repeated  the  same  programme 
as  last  year  consisting  of  the  following  miscellaneous  numbers:  "The  School 
Room  Scene"  from  Nicholas  Nickleby ;  "The  Boat  Race"  by  W.  W.  Murray; 
"The  Alphabetical  Romance"  and  of  course  "The  Camel."  These  last  two 
numbers  we  always  enjoy  particularly,  and  it  has  become  almost  an  understood 
fact  that  each  year  we  shall  hear  them. 

In  the  evening  we  had  the  pleasure  of  listening  to  Pres.  Southwick 's  in- 
terpretation of  "Hamlet."  "Hamlet"  is  ranked  as  Shakespeare's  greatest 
play,  and  for  two  hours  Pres.  Southwick  held  us  enthralled,  and  we  found  no 
difficulty  in  grasping  the  story  and  the  characters  as  portrayed  to  us.  Pres. 
Southwick 's  delightful  oratory  and  masterful  English  make  it  a  delight  and 
privilege  to  hear  him. 

On  Sunday  evening  in  chapel,  he  spoke  to  us  on  "Personality."  Of  the 
three  occasions  this  is  the  time  when  we  enjoy  him  the  most,  because  he 
speaks  to  us  from  his  own  thoughts. 

The  delightful  comedy  "Her  Husband's  Wife"  by  Augustus  Thomas,  was 
presented  as  the  mid-year  play  by  the  Dramatic  Art  Class  on  February  15th, 
in  the  Concert  Hall.  Augustus  Thomas  is  one  of  the  outstanding  American 
playwrights  of  today,  and  this  is  regarded  as  one  of  his  finest  comedies.  The 
cast  is  small  and  therefore  the  unity  is  more  easily  preserved.  The  leading 
character,  Irene  Randolph,  a  hypochondriac,  quaint  and  charming,  was  por- 
trayed in  an  artistic  manner  by  Beatrice  Carruthers,  while  Maud  Girvin  played 
the  part  of  Emily  Ladew  with  spirit  and  charm.  The  parts  of  Richard  Belden 
brother  to  Irene  and  Stuart  Randolph  her  husband  were  taken  by  Helen 
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iJeroche  and  Rhea  Irvine  respectfully,  who  assumed  the  roles  of  protectors  of 
the  "fair"  with  courage  and  conviction.  The  odd  eccentric  John  Beldeti,  uncle 
to  Irene  and  Richard,  was  played  by  Rosamond  McCulloch  in  a  humorous  and 
convincing  manner,  while  Marion  Anglin  as  "Nora"  administered  to  the  whims 
of  the  hypochondriac. 

The  mid-year  play  is  one  of  the  events  of  the  year  and  is  always  looked 
forward  to  by  the  school  community  with  pleasant  anticipation  and  listened  to 
with  appreciation. 

We  miss  very  much  the  graduates  of  last  year,  but  we  are  indeed  glad  to 
say  that  they  are  all  continuing  their  work  at  the  Emerson  College  of  Oratory. 
We  have  been  hearing  very  favourable  reports  of  them,  and  we  wish  them 
every  success. 

During  the  year  Maude  Girvin  recited  at  Thornton's  Corners,  and  at  the 
reception  which  the  old  girls  give  the  new  girls  at  the  beginning  of  each  year. 
Beatrice  Carruthers  recited  at  Fenelon  Falls  and  Woodville. 


Wind 

I  can't  resist  the  wind-folk; 
And  the  spirit-songs  they  carry ; 

For  round  my  errant  fancies,  n 
Their  witcheries  always  tarry.  ^ 

They  tantalize  with  legends 
Of  blue  hills  in  the  distance, 
With  scents  of  pines  and  flowers 
And  things  of  deeper  essence. 

They've  romped  among  the  cloud-drifts 
And  ridden  emerald  waves ; 
They  seem  to  draw  my  heart  away 
From  earthly  things  it  craves. 
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HAVEN'T  heard  about  our  Bazaar?  Bazaars  are  lovely  things,  are  they 
not?  What  with  artistic  decorations,  and  shaded  lights,  and  a  splen- 
did array  of  novelties,  I  think  they  are  beautiful.  Well,  there  was  only 
one  difference  between  our  bazaar  and  everybody  else's  bazaar  and  that  was 
our  bazaar  was  heaps  nicer  than  any  one  I've  ever  seen  or  been  at  or  heard 
of.  The  common  room  was  filled  with  the  decorat?d  booths  and  looked  quite 
gay  and  festive.  There  was  a  fancy  work  booth  piled  high  with  all  sorts 
of  queer,  sweet  pretty  things  that  every  one  loves  and  no  one  uses.  The  ath- 
letic booth  had  sweaters  and  toques  and  all  sorts  of  sensible  things.  The  art 
booth  was  simply  beautiful.  I  must  say  our  artists  worked  hard,  harder  than 
any  of  us.  Then,  of  course,  the  candy  booth,  popular  as  ever,  held  quite  the 
central  portion  in  the  room.  It's  so  nice — satisfying  and  filling  don't  you 
know.  That's  where  my  heart  goes  every  time — and  my  money,  too. 
Let  me  tell  you  about  the  fish  pond.  It  was  in  the  teachers'  room  and  had 
really  the  most  delightful  number  of  fascinating  little  twisty  bundles  I've 
ever  seen  any  place.  I  just  wanted  to  undo  them  all !  Over  in  one  corner 
of  the  teachers'  room  was  the  fortune  telling  l)ooth.  Ah,  ye  good  old  imagina- 
tion— I  wonder  just  how  much  you  help  along  at  a  time  like  this.  Untold 
wealth,  fame,  popularity  and  countless  joys  were  spread  before  us  by  the 
charming  little  romancer.  They  were  nice  things  to  believe,  so  why  not? 
Then  of  course  there  was  the  drawing  room  decorated  in  red  and  green — it 
was  near  Christmas  you  see — where  they  served  quite  the  nicest  tea  that  has 
graced  our  school  before  or  after.  Where  else  could  one  find  its  delights? 
Surely  there  never  was  such  a  bazaar  as  this  one.  Our  S.C.M.  "seen  their 
dooty  and  done  it  noble — they  certainly  did.  Well,  that's  that.  Now  let 
me  tell  you  some  more  about  S.  C.  M. 

After  Christmas  the  executive  decided  that  the  meetings  for  the  winter 
months  should  be  held  around  the  fire  in  the  Common  Room.  It  was  ever  so 
much  nicer  and  cosier.  It  seemed  as  if  we  were  really  a  friendly  chummy  sort 
of  society  instead  of  a  stiff  formal  "mind  your  p's  and  q's"  organization.  I 
do  hope  they  keep  up  our  fireside  meetings  because  after  all  there  is  nothing- 
so  comforting  and  so  comfortable  as  a  big  crackling  fire 
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Our  best  meeting  was  the  one  when  Miss  Gertrude  Rutherford  of  Toronto 
came  down  to  visit  us.  She  was  simply  great.  Under  her  hiadership  we  sang 
"Down  by  the  Riverside"  with  great  gusto.  It  is  such  fun  learning  songs 
and  especially  songs  with  a  swing.  Afterwards  she  talked  to  us  and  told  us 
about  other  parts  of  our  continent.  It  gives  you  a  wonderful  feeling  to  realize 
that  you  are  a  part,  even  if  it  is  small,  of  a  big,  live  movement.  The  S.  C.  M. 
seems  to  give  us  a  reason  of  being,  an  excuse  for  living  if  you  like,  in  this 
world  of  ours,  and  being  one  of  its  citizens. 
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THE  Household  Science  Club  wish  to  say  first  of  all  that  they,  in  this  the 
Jubilee  year  boast  more  Graduates  than  any  year  previous.  Here's 
hoping'  the  Juniors  may  carry  on  the  same  good  work. 
January  19,  after  much  debate,  was  finally  decided  upon  as  the  busy 
day  for  the  domesticated  branch  of  O.L.C. — The  Household  Science  Tea! 
This  proved  a  great  success  and  an  exceptionally  happy  occasion  by  the 
presence  of  a  number  of  "Old  Girls".  Orange  and  Black,  the  Class  colours, 
helped  to  beautify  the  Reception  and  Common  Rooms.  Dairty  dishes  were 
pi'epared  by  the  girls  and  a  very  merry  time  was  enjoyed  by  all. 

Early  in  the  Autumn  a  very  pleasant  evening  was  spent  when  the  Junior 
members  of  the  Class  celebrated  by  their  Annual  Dinner,  followed  by  a  few 
dances  in  the  School  Gymnasium. 

The  Senior  members  had  their  evening  when  Miss  Oaks  played  the  part 
of  Hostess  and  received  in  her  own  room.  Refreshments  and  a  pleasant  chat 
helped  to  pass  a  "tres"  enjoyable  evening.  Before  Commencement  separates 
us,  however,  the  entire  Class  is  anticipating  a  real  picnic  together. 

To  Miss  Oaks,  who  has  throughout  the  year  shared  our  little  "ups  and 
downs,"  we  extend  our  wishes  for  a  very  pleasant  and  successful  vacation 
this  summer.  It  is  hoped  however  that  the  sunny  shores  of  the  dear  old 
Motherland  will  -not  be  so  alluring  that  O.L.C.  will  be  forg-otten,  and  that 
Miss  Oaks  will  not  (piite  forget  her  Juniors  who  are  waiting  to  l)e  the  Seniors 
of  1925. 


^^^^ 
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HAS  a  College  such  as  ours  distinct  advantages  to  offer  in  connection  with 
the  study  of  Music?   This  legitimate  question  is  so  often  asked  by  parents, 
guardians  and  prospective  music  students  that  some  attempt  at  a  reply 
would  not  be  inappropriate  at  this  time. 

In  making  a  brief  comparison  of  the  college  musical  education  and  the  or- 
dinary "taking  of  lessons  at  home,"  whether  the  home  be  in  small  village  or 
large  city,  let  us  suppose  that  the  quality  of  the  teaching  is  on  a  high  plane  in 
both  cases.  It  really  might  or  might  not  be,  and  it  would  scarcely  be  ethical  to 
rhapsodize  upon  the  comparative  merits  of  the  staff  of  one's  own  college  in  a 
case  of  this  kind. 

In  the  first  place,  the  student  upon  entering  the  College,  immediately  comes 
into  touch  with  the  Lady  Principal,  the  Principal  and  the  Musical  Director,  who, 
out  of  the  wealth  of  their  experience,  are  able  to  give  invaluable  counsel  in  the 
planning  of  a  well-rounded  course  of  study. 

There  was  a  time  Avhen  a  Ladies'  College  was  looked  upon  as  a  place  to 
which  young  ladies,  who  had  been  more  or  less  successful  (or  unsuccessful)  in 
their  ordinary  academical  work,  could  come  and  expose  themselves  to  a  little 
Art,  Music  or  Expression,  carefully  sidestepping  such  great  essentials  as  Liter- 
amre.  Classics,  and  Moderns,  Science,  Mathematics  and  Physical  Culture.  But 
nowadays  not  one  will  deny  that  not  only  are  these  schools  taking  their  places 
right  abreast  of  all  other  types  of  secondary  schools  in  the  regular  courses,  but 
even  the  specialist  students,  who  enter  for  some  specific  subject  such  as  music, 
are  advised  and  encouraged  to  take  such  additional  subjects  as  will  round  out 
their  whole  educational  scheme,  and  strengthen  the  weak  points.  The  result  is 
that  the  young  lady  who  is  Aveak  in  English  Literature,  or  who  needs  French  for 
her  singing,  or  who  requires  a  certain  type  of  Physical  Culture,  takes  it.  Where- 
as, if  she  were  at  home,  and  had  to  go  to  a  separate  Collegiate  Institute.  High 
School,  Night  School  or  Gymnasium,  she  might  never  make  the  effort  And 
just  here  the  College  has  an  inestimable  advantage  to  offer,  in  that  all  these 
subjects,  and  numerous  others,  are  available  under  the  one  roof. 
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Another  great  advantage  is  the  opportunity  which  the  school  affords  for 
wholesome  and  healthy  competitive  and  co-operative  effort.  For  instance,  take 
the  young  lady  in  the  citj^  who  studies  privately.  Even  though  her  lessons  may 
be  taken  at  some  musical  institution,  it  is  amazing  how  little  she  may  come  into 
contact  with  other  students,  and  with  music  generally.  She  may  seldom  or  never 
hear  her  own  work  played ;  she  has  often  few  standards  of  comparison  by  which 
to  measure  her  own  progress  and  standing.  In  the  smaller  centres  this  condi- 
tion is  usually  much  more  acute. 

Is  it  any  wonder  then  that  a  student  of  really  modest  attainments  gets  a 
wrong  slant  on  her  abilities,  when  she  never  comes  into  contact  with  anyone  bet- 
^  ter  equipped  than  herself.  And  this  is  also  true  of  the  discouraged,  careless, 
selfish,  impatient  or  repressed  student.  But  take  these  young  ladies  out  of  this 
environment  of  comparative  musical  isolation,  and  place  them  among  a  hundred 
or  so  other  young  ladies  of  varying  types  and  attaiiunents,  and  observe  how 
quickly  they  will  respond  to  the  rationalizing  and  inspirational  character  of  these 
T]ew  surroundings. 

The  over-confident  student  soon  finds  that  there  are  others  who,  to  say  the 
least,  are  quite  as  clever  as  herself,  and  she  comes  down  to  earth.  The  discour- 
aged student  finds  that  there  are  many  with  greater  difficulties  and  handicaps 
than  herself,  who  are  bravely  and  successfully  overcoming  them.  The  careless 
student  sees  and  hears  every  day  the  inevitable  results  of  painstaking  and  con- 
scientious work.  The  selfish  student,  if  such  there  be,  is  encouraged  to  seek  the 
rare  pleasure  and  satisfaction  that  is  to  be  found  in  helping  others.  The  im- 
patient student  quickly  realizes  that  hasty  desultory  work  will  never  get  her 
anywhere.  Even  the  shy  repressed  student  is  guided  into  a  spontaneous  expres- 
sion of  herself,  both  musically  and  socially.  And  just  here  is  is  only  fair  to  the 
prospective  student  to  say  that  these  particular  qualities  mentioned  above,  are 
not  necessarily  inherent  to  any  extent.  They  are  really  more  often  the  evidence 
of  inexperience  and  distorted  vision  caused  by  certain  types  of  environment. 

Added  to  all  this,  the  very  regularity  of  the  College  life,  the  supervised 
practice  and  study  hours,  with  plenty  of  recreation,  sleep  and  wholesome  food, 
and  not  forgetting  the  absence  of  many  of  the  many  inevitable  distractions  of 
one's  home  life,  soon  have  their  effect.  At  any  hour  of  the  day  a  teacher  or 
advanced  student  may  be  called  upon  to  help  one  over  a  hard  place.  Continual 
opportunities  are  given  both  to  play  and  sing,  and  to  hear  others  play  and  sing 
under  conditions  that  approach  platform  conditions,  and  the  students  are  grad- 
ually but  surely  prepared  to  find  a  true  and  convincing  expression  of  them- 
selves through  whatever  vehicle  of  expression  they  may  have  chosen.  It  may  be 
the  piano,  the  violin,  the  organ,  the  voice  or  musical  theory  and  composition, 
or  certain  combinations  of  these. 

So  that,  whether  the  student  takes  up  her  music  as  a  purely  cultural  subject, 
or  whether  she  takes  it  up  with  a  view  to  using  it  as  a  means  of  earning  her 
-J-       livelihood,  either  by  teaching  or  concert  work,  her  whole  course  can  be  planned 
^        and  carried  out  to  achieve  the  desired  result  under  conditions  which  approach 
the  ideal. 

— G.  D.  Atkinson. 
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THE  OKTICLOS-CHORAL  MUSICAL 

ON  March  the  twenty-sixth,  the  concert  hall  presented  a  pretty  picture  in- 
deed, arranged  as  a  delightfully  comfortable  drawing-i'oom.    Here  and 
there,  among  the  many  cushions  and  chairs,  were  small  tables  ornamented 
with  shaded  lamps.    The  larger  lights  had  shades  in  the  form  of  rose  petals, 
which  threw  a  soft  and  delicate  glow  over  the  entire  room  and  upon  the  plat- 
form, which  was  adorned  with  beautiful  flowers  and  ferns. 
Why  all  this  elaborate  arrangement? 

It  was  the  evening  of  the  Okticlos  and  Choral  Clubs'  reception.  Miss  Max- 
well, Jessie  Bell  and  Velma  La  France  received  the  guests.  The  evening's  enter- 
tainment consisted  of  piano,  violin  and  vocal,  solos  and  trios. 

The  Choral  Club  sang  three  numbers,  which  everyone  enjoyed  immensely. 
A  very  lovely  picture  was  formed  on  the  platform  as  the  girls  took  their  respect- 
ive places  in  the  choral  arrangement. 

Last,  but  indeed  not  least,  a  reading  was  given  by  Beatrice  Carruthers,  and 
as  always,  it  was  thoroughly  enjoyed. 

After  refreshments  had  been  served  the  entertainment  was  brought  to  a 
happy  close.  And  it  is  hoped  that  in  the  years  to  come  these  clubs  will  continue 
to  entertain  the  school  in  such  a  successful  manner. 

V.  L. 


Programme 


Miss  Mitchell- 


Are7isky 
CJiop'in 
Cotcen 
Raclimamnoff 
Cyril  Scott 
Selected 


'Basso  Ostinato" 
"Polonaise  in  C" 
Miss  Klombies  (vocal)  "A  Birthday" 
Miss  Meath—" Prelude  in  G  Minor" 

"Valse  Caprice" 
Miss  Potter  -  ... 

(Duo)  Miss  Meath  and  Miss  Widdup 

"Variations  Et  Fugue  Sur  un 
Theme  Irelandais" 
Choral  "Angeles  Serenade" 
Miss  Johnston  .... 
Miss  Merchant — "Ave  Marie" 
Miss  Widdup — "Valse  on  B.  Major" 
Miss  Carruthers — "Seeing  London  by  Motor" 
Choral— "0  Sole  Mio"  -  .  .  . 

"The  Woodland  Calls" 
(Duo)  Misses  Johnston  and  Merchant — "Suite" 

Mark  Hambourg 

THE  evening  of  February-  the  twenty-seventh,  nineteen  hundred  and  twenty, 
four  will  long  be  remembered  by  all  who  heard  this  remarkable  virtuoso  and 
his  prodigious  technique. 
The  audience,  consisting  of  the  Faculty,  the  Staff  and  Students,  and  a  few 
friends  from  town,  showed  their  extreme  appreciation  in  recalling  the  artist  nu- 
merous times. 

Mark  Hambourg  possessed  the  art  of  magnetism  which  attracts,  and  holds 
the  enthusiasm  of  his  audience.  The  entire  programme  was  rendered  with  more 
than  ordinary  brilliance,  and  we  will  not  soon  forget  the  way  in  which  he  deliv- 


Norman  O'Neill 
Frank  R.  Rix 
Selected 
BacJi-Gounod 
Moszkowski 
May  Isabel  Fisk 
Dole-Ryder 
W.  Rlys-Herbert 
Arensky 
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ered  the  Wedding  March  and  Elves'  Dance,  by  Mendelssohn.  His  interpretation 
and  variations  seemed  to  penetrate  to  the  very  depths  of  each  one  of  us  and 
somehow  our  spirits  soared  into  the  World  of  Music,  making  it  almost  impossible 
to  think  of  anything  else  throughout  the  performance. 

One  incident  which  attracted  particular  attention  was  the  manner  in  which 
Mr.  Hambourg  used  the  pedal,  with  a  sudden  little  jerk  to  one  side  and  then 
down  upon  it.  It  was  indeed  unusual,  but  we  are  all  willing  to  adopt  it,  Mr. 
Hambourg. 

After  the  programme  we  spent  a  happy  time  in  the  drawing-room  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Farewell's  cottage,  and  became  better  acquainted  with  Mark  Hambourg, 
who  proved  to  have  a  splendid  sense  of  humour. 

After  refreshments  were  served  we  said  "good-night"  and  left,  after  spend- 
ing a  most  enjoyable  evening. 

This  is  the  fourth  Canadian  tour  which  Mr.  Hambourg  has  made,  and  may 
it  not  be  the  last. 


Programme — Mark  Hambourg 


Toccata  and  Fugue  in  D  Minor 
Sonata  in  C  Major,  op  2,  No.  3 
Allegio  con  brio 
Adagio 

Scherzo 

Allegro  Assai 


Bach 
Beethoven 


11. 


Ballade  in  F  Major 

Etudes 

Waltzes 

Nocturne  in  B 

Scherzo  in  C  Sharp  Minor 

The  Fisherman's  Song 
Dance 

Etude  in  D  Flat 
Forest  Murmurs 

Wedding  March  and  Elves'  Dance 


III 


Chopin 


Manuel  de  Falla 
Dehussy 
Liszt 
Liszt 

Mendelssohn-Liszt 
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WHEN  the  snow  first  begins  to  fall  there  comes  into  the  back  of  our 
minds  a  rather  joyous  little  thought  "Sometime,  when  there's  enough 
snow  'n  everything,  we're  going  to  have  a  great  old  time.  We're 
going  to  scramble  on  a  big  hay  covered  sleigh,  and  squeak,  and  glide,  and  bump 
along  merrily  behind  two  big  hoary -nosed  horses. ' ' 

When  our  day  dawned  bright  and  clear,  a  real  winter  day,  we  were 
delighted !  It  may  be  that  we  were  too  happy  and  contented,  for  by  noon  the 
weatherman,  most  perversely,  gave  us  rain,  rain  and  more  rain;  but,  nothing 
daunted,  we  dressed  to  resemble  stuffed  ducks  and  prepared  to  set  out. 

After  a  weary  wait  in  the  rain,  shortened  by  an  impromptu  snow-ball 
fight,  the  sleigh  came,  we  piled  on  and  arrived  at  Oshawa. 

Fortified  against  the  cold  and  rain  by  the  excellent  dinner  ordered  before- 
hand, we  made  the  return  trip  without  mishap  and  came  back  in  time  to  study, 
happy,  damp,  unharmed  and  ready  to  join  with  as  much  zeal  the  next  outing 
that  Chance,  aided  by  our  jolly  teacher,  cast  in  our  path. 

There  was  also  a  Hike  to  the  Lake  which  we  enjoyed  as  we  do  all  Commercial 
outings.  This  was  followed  by  a  Picnic  Dinner  in  the  Domestic  in  which 
Mabel's  cake  held  the  place  of  honor. 

Demonstration  by  Mr.  Frank  Jarrett 

Through  the  kindness  of  the  Underwood  Typewriting  Company  we  were 
able  to  have  Mr.  Jarrett,  one  of  the  Speed  Champions,  visit  our  school. 

We  learned  many  things  about  the  acquisition  of  speed  and  the  develop- 
ment, particularly  of  the  Underwood,  typewriter. 

It  seems  strange  to  think  that  whenever  one  desired  to  write  a  letter  he 
had  to  put  the  paper  in,  strike  the  key,  lift  up  the  carriage  to  see  Avhat  was 
written,  put  the  carriage  back,  strike  another  key,  and  so  on.  AVhat  a  lengthy 
process!  But  it  seems  that  the  first  typewriters  were  like  that.  The  Under- 
wood was  the  first  machine  to  be  improved  so  that  the  matter  which  was 
being  typewritten  was  visible  as  soon  as  the  keys  were  struck. 
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For  speed  in  typewriting  Mr.  Jarrett  said  to  observe  the  following  rules: 

1.  Always  take  the  same  position  at  the  machine,  that  is,  directly  in  front 
of  it. 

2.  Do  not  waste  energy.  Keep  arms  and  shoulders  still  and  let  fingers 
cover  key-board. 

3.  Be  regular  in  practice. 

After  this  little  talk  Mr.  Jarrett  gave  lis  a  demonstration  of  "Speed". 
We  were  amazed  when  he  counted  up  his  words  per  minute  and  announced 
one  hundred  and  sixty  eight !  It  seemed  so  easy  for  him  to  write  168  words 
per  minute  that  we  felt  that  by  June  perhaps  we  might  attain  a  speed  of  60 
words  a  minute ! 

Winners  of  Bronze  Medals,  (40  words  per  minute) — ^Mabel  Roulston,  Irma 
Walker,  Madeleine  Charles. 

Winners  of  Certificates  (30  words  per  minute) — Grace  Brighton,  Isobel 
Brewster. 


Boost 

Boost  and  the  world  boosts  with  you; 
Knock  and  you're  on  the  shelf; 
For  the  world  gets  sick  of  the  one  who 
kicks ; 

And  wishes  he'd  kick  himself. 

Boost  when  the  sun  is  shining, — 

Boost  when  its  starts  to  rain. 

If  you  happen  to  fall,  don't  lie  there 

and  bawl 
But  get  up  and  boost  again. 

Boost  for  the  school's  advancement. 
Boost  for  the  things  sublime, 
For  the  chap  that's  found  on  the  top- 
most round 
Is  the  booster  every  time. 

(Selected) 
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"Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot 
And  never  brought  to  mind." 


THESE  schools  with  which  we  exchange  are  not  old  acquaintances,  but  it 
is  our  desire,  through  the  medium  of  our  Exchange  Column,  to  make 
them  so. 

This  department  in  our  Mag'azine  is  still  young,  and  suffers  from  its  youth- 
fulness,  but  we  hope  each  year  to  make  it  better  and  in  our  w^ork  of  improving 
our  magazine  we  are  indebted  to  those  schools  who  through  the  helpful  criti- 
cism of  their  columns  have  given  us  many  ideas  for  its  betterment. 

We  acknowledge  receipt  of  the  following  magazines  up  to  date  of  going  to 
press,  representing  our  sister  and  brother  schools  throughout  Canada  and  the 
United  States,  and  beg  to  offer  our  sincere  thanks  and  congratulations  to  their 
editors. 

Vox  Lycee,  Hamilton,  CI. ;  College  Times,  Upper  Canada  College ;  Screech 
Owl,  Bowmanville  High  School ;  The  Tek,  Hamilton  Technical  School ;  Purple 
and  Gold,  Newmarket  High  School ;  The  Argosy,  Mount  Allison ;  The  Sheaf, 
University  of  Saskatchewan;  High  School  Citizen,  Dunkirk,  N.Y. ;  The  Alma- 
filian,  Alma  College;  TTie  Register,  Regina  College;  The  Johnian,  St.  John's 
College,  Winnipeg;  Acadia  Athenaeum,  Acadia  University;  Trinity  College 
Record,  T.C.S.,  Port  Hope ;  Auditorium,  Owen  Sound  C.I. ;  Macdonald  College 
Magazine,  St.  Anne  de  Bellevue ;  Acta  Ridleiana,  St.  Catharines ;  The  Crof ton- 
ian,  Vancouver,  B.C.;  The  Argus,  Appelby;  Albert  College  Times,  Belleville; 
The  Twig,  U.T.S.,  Toronto ;  The  Branksome  Slogan,  Toronto ;  Acta  Ludi,  Osh- 
awa  High  School;  L.C.C.I.,  London  Collegiate;  The  Argus,  Sault  Ste  Marie; 
Howler,  North  Toronto  C.I. ;  Oakwood  Oracle,  Oakwood  High  School ;  The 
Magnet,  Jarvis  C.  I.,  Toronto. 
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0.  L.  C.'S  FIRE  HOSE 

The  fire  hose  is  a  animil, 
What  lays  upon  the  shelf, 
He  never  has  a  single  care 
But  just  rest  hisself. 

But  if  you  ring  a  fire  alarm 
He  leaps  up  from  his  place 
And  on  his  twelve  long  sturdy  legs 
He  runs  a  awful  race. 

He  ties  hisself  in  fifefeen  knots, 
He  curls  hisself  about, 
He  loops  the  loop,  and  summersaults, 
And  most  turns  inside  out. 

When  all  these  little  tricks  are  done 
Just  gently  pinch  his  tail, 
And  from  his  mouth  comes  rushing  out 
Pure  water,  by  the  pail. 

Most  any  fire  looks  awful  sick 
Before  this  fierce  attack, 
He  scares  the  fire  most  all  to  bits 
By  humpin'  up  his  back. 

Then  Mr.  Hose  with  face  serene 
Upon  his  perch  is  curled 
He  folds  his  hands  and  shuts  his  eyes 
At  peace  with  all  the  world. 

R.  M. 


Hilda— There's  an  awful  rumbling 
in  my  tummie  like  a  cart  going  over 
coblile  stones. 

Dizzy_It's  likely  that  truck  you  ate 
down  town. 


Miss  Spence— What  is  a  zebra? 
ITelen  Dundas   (brilliantly)—  Sport 
model  for  a  jackass. 


Miss  Cordingly  to  Miss  E. —  Do  you 
think  you'll  have  any  trouble  with  your 
French  in  France? 

Miss  Everson — No,  but  the  French 
may. 


Books  We  Recommend. 

The  Mouse  with  Seven  Labels,  by  A. 
Sharpe  Rattrap. 

The  Pair  a'  dice  I  lost,  by  Septimus 
Kum  Undecim. 

Panterbury  Tales,  by  A.  Taylor. 

Two  Winter  Bums,  hy  Andy  Harrd- 
upp. 

The  Vices,  by  Winsome  Burchstill. 


Ikey — ^What  makes  this  train  so 
slow  ? 

Irate  Conductor — If  you  don't  like  it 
get  out  and  walk. 

Ikey — I  would  only  I'm  not  expected 
until  train  time. 


Rhoda  H.  (during  the  holidays) — Did 
1  ever  show  you  where  I  was  tatooed? 
 No ! 

Rhoda— 'Well!  we  can  drive  'round 
that  way. 


New  Girl— Does  this  road  go  to  Osh- 
awa? 
Yeh! 

N  Q__when  does  it  leave? 


Nurse  K— You'll  ruin  your  stomach 
eating  all  that  candy. 

Helen  D.— S'all  right,  it  won't  show 
with  my  clothes  on. 


Lead  us  not  into  temptation !  but  tell 
us  where  it  is  and  we  will  find  it ! 
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0  ODIOUS  ODE 

Once  upon  a  mid-night  dreary 
AVhile  I  pondered  weak  and  weary 
Over  many  bleary  pages 
Spouted  long  and  long  ago, 
As  I  puzzled  wild  and  frantic 
Over  speech  and  deed  and  antic 
Of  those  dull  and  smeary  sages 
Shouting  all  they  used  to  know, 
Suddenly  there  came  a  tapping, 
As  of  some  one  gently  rapping — 
Then,  a  loud  insistent  blow ! 

Can  it  be  the  ghost  of  Caesar, 
Who  will  crack  me  on  the  beazer. 
With  a  heavy  ice-cream  freezer 
When  I  open  up  the  door? 
Just  because  my  mind  refuses. 
As  his  pages  it  peruses, 
To  sing  praises  with  the  Muses, 
Of  his  crazy  Gallic  war. 

Can  it  be  the  ancient  Horace, 
Whose  mad  chants  so  often  floor  us 
And  whose  dreary  odes  still  bore  us, 

And  will  bore  us  ever  more? 
Does  he  bring  a  plank  to  crown  me  ? 
Ar  a  cask  of  wine  to  drown  me? 
Or  a  flow  of  soul  to  down  me 

When  I  open  up  the  door? 

Or  perhaps  its  that  wild  screecher. 
That  fat-headed,  yelling  creature, 
Cicero,  the  famous  preacher. 

Standing  by  my  chamber  door. 
If  indeed  it  is  the  latter 
Then,  he's  come  my  brains  to  batter. 
Bringing  some  forgotten  matter. 
Some  long-winded,  weary  chatter, 

Of  an  ancient  civil  war. 

As  these  thoughts  came  flashing  o'er  me 
Suddenly,  the  door  before  me 
With  a  mighty  shake  flew  open 
And  this  startling  sight  does  show. 
Standing  there,  a  black-clad  creature. 
Small  of  form,  ana  keen  of  feature 
Whose  bright  eyes  like    swords  pierce 
through  me 

And  who  beckons  me  below. 
So  this  thing  had  made  that  rapping 
And  produced  that  gentle  tapping 
All  that  tapping  and  that  rapping 

And  the  loud  insistent  blow. 


Then  I  blinked  as  if  in  slumber 
And  my  brain  seemed  torn  asunder 
Between  fear  and  awful  wonder 

And  I  bade  the  creature  go ! 
But,  he  spoke  in  accents  tender 
"A  great  service,  I'm  to  render 
That  will  make  you  long  remem])er 

All  your  ancient  Cicero." 

"I  shall  show  how,  at  your  leisure 
You'll  read  Horace  line  and  measure 
And  will  fathom  all  the  treasure 

Of  great  Caesar's  little  sport. 
After  this  it  will  be  easy 
In  a  manner  bright  and  breezy 
With  a  brow  that's  free  and  easy 

To  read  Latin  by  the  quart." 

Like  a  balm  these  words  came  floating 
And  I  silently  sat  gloating — 
If  he  really  holds  this  treasure 

What  a  wonder  it  will  be. 
All  my  troubles  here  are  ended 
All  my  Avretched  sorrow  mended 
All  my  life  will  be  a  pleasure 

If  I  only  held  this  key ! — 

Noiselessly  he  brought  a  table 
Which  he  covered  up  with  sable 
Then,  a  bottle  with  a  label 
And  some  powder  and  a  bowl. 
Now,  he  bids  one  look  and  listen 
And  his  eyes  begin  to  glisten 
And  he  mutters  "Ballysisser 
Presto  Chango  Nillyerowl!" 

First,  a  vapor  thick  and  dusty 
Then,  an  odor  rank  and  musty 
Then,  the  mixture  turned  quite  rusty 

And  I  heard  a  gentle  swish. 
First  together,  then  quite  single 
Weird  wild  phantoms  intermingle 
— While  I  impatiently  atingle 
Plunge  my  finger  in  the  dish !  ! — 

A  mad  shriek — a  great  commotion!  ! 
An  ear  splitting  sharp  explosion!  ! — 
Then,  behold  the  magic  potion 

Bursts  into  a  blazing  glow. 
All  is  vanished  in  corruption 
All  is  lost  in  Avild  destruction 
With  that  terrible  upheaval — 
Mv  mad  haste  has  wrought  this  evil 
—Now— alas !— I  '11  NEVER  know ! 

A.  LaTinsharte 
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Who  is  that  fellow  over  there? 
been  staring  at  you  all  evening. 

Jane  Merchant — Oh,  don't  let 
bother  you;  he's  only  the  chap 
brought  me  to  this  dance. 


He's 

him 
who 


Speaker  in  Chapel — "And  we  are  all 
little  ships  drifting  about  on  the  ocean 
of  life." 

Hazel — Huh !  I  must  be  an  ocean 
liner ! 


Issie's  Inspiration  for  that  Lovely 
Touch ! 

On  a  Menu 

Miss  Wallace — I  was  so  embarrassed 
last  night  about  the  veal.  It  was  all 
bone. 

J.  Sleightholm — ^Well,  it  was  all  right 
— the  cook  Mas  to  blame. 

Miss  Wallace  (in  great  earnestness) 
—No,  I  think  the  calf  was  to  blame. 


Twixt  the  optimist  and  pessimist 
The  difference  is  droll 
The  optimist  sees  the  doughnut, 
The  pessimist  the  hole! 


Norah— What's  that  terrible  odor? 
Lolie — Fertilizer ! 
Norah — For  land's  sake! 
Lolie — Yes. 


Physics 

Vic — Wonder  why  it  is  my  hair  is  so 
full  of  electricity? 

Myrtle — Likely  because  it's  attached 
to  a  dry  cell. 


Gleanings  from  the  Glee  Club  Trip. 

(Acta) 

Wanted — To  know  how  Gord  Kelly 
and  Bob  Crosby  managed  to  get  into  0. 
L.  C.  on  Sunday  afternoon.  It  is  ru- 
moured they  were  guided  through  the 
secret  passages  by  a  "Torch — y." 

In  the  opening  remarks  at  the  con- 
cert at  Whitby,  Mr.  Farewell  made  the 
statement  that,  considering  who  was 
president  of  the  Glee  Club  this  year,  it 
was  not  much  wonder  the  ladies'  oc- 
tette was  taken  along  on  the  tour.  How 
about  it,  Eric? 


Teacher — Do  you  know  which  letter 
conies  next  to  H? 
Boy— "No 'm." 

Teacher — What  have  I  on  each  side 
of  my  nose? 

Boy — Looks  like  powder,  ma'am 
from  here. 

(Sawdust). 


Miss  Mitchell  stopped  Marie  in  the 
hall  the  other  day  and  spoke  in  regard 
to  Marguerite's  practising. 

"Does  Marguerite  practise  very  much 
when  she's  alone,  Marie?" 

Marie—  '  Really,  Miss  Mitchell,  I  can- 
not say,  as  I  have  never  been  with  her 
when  she  has  been  alone!" 


John  Hislop,  Nightwatchman 
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How  do  you  like  it  ?  Every  day  sees 
some  new  victim  to  the  craze  of  1924. 
Bobbed  hair !  But  it  has  its  advant- 
ages and  its  disadvantages — disadvant- 
ages for  those  who  do  not  suit  the 
"slinky"  bob.  Curly  locks  are  nice 
but  even  a  pillow  cannot  take  away 
those  awful  dumps  which  "Curly 
Keus"  etc.,  etc.,  make  since  curling 
irons  have  been  put  in  careful  hands. 

There  are  bobs  and  bobs — the  'curly' 
bob — the  'slinky'  one,  the  'shingled' 
bob. 

O!  how  soothing  it  is  to  us  who  did 
have  long  tresses  to  nod  our  heads  co- 
quettishly  and  not  feel  a  hairpin  creep 
out.  No  nets,  no  hair  pins,  no  fussing ; 
no  horrible  dreams  of  hair-dressing,  the 
last  few  minutes'  sleep  in  the  morning. 

Come  back  with  me,  ye  friends,  to  the 
cave-man  days  when  cruel  husbands 
hurled  their  wives  in  circles  by  the 
hair.   Hard  luck !  0  cavemen  of  to-day ! 

A  Grandmother  of  to-day  may  find 
herself,  after  a  trip  to  the  barber,  a 


l\\e.  a.Me.ra(^e  man  b  pTOo\ 
e.Tvouf^\\--t\\cxt  cm-el  \j|30vaan 


flapper  of  to-morrow.  Why  not?  Why 
grow  old?  Dear  old  Grannies  of  half  a 
century  ago  are  out  of  style.  Youth 
everywhere  is  admired,  or  is  it?  And 
bobbed  hair  goes  with  youth :  . 

BUT 

Think  dear  friends,  once  it  is  off — it  is 
off,  and  all  one's  wishing  or  one's  tears 
cannot  replace  those  lovely  locks  you 
sacrificed.  The  bob  cut,  so  charming 
on  your  room-mate,  may  make  a 
fizzle  out  of  you !  but  to  those  who  have 
thought  and  tried  and  succeeded — or 
have  taken  the  consequences — let  us 
touch  glasses  and  cry ! 
"Long  live  bobbed  hair! 

"Bobbie." 


Miss  Maxwell — Did  anyone  get  the 
mail? 

Miss  Snyder — Yes,  but  there  wasn't 
any. 


Mad  Charles,  (passing  her  glass  for 
water  and  Doris  just  having  poured  out 
one  passed  it  immediately  to  Mad) — 
Quick  service. 

Ruby — Yes  !  Dumb  waiter. 


Ev. — I'd  like  some  information 
please.  Miss  Holland. 

Miss  H. — Why,  I  never  carry  any- 
thing so  valuable  around  with  me. 


 ^  "«^r3' 
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Trade  Marks 

Miss  Maxwell — Can  yon  trust  your 
own  eyes? 

Miss  Ball — Fountain  of  perpetual 
youth. 

Miss  Wallace — Save  the  surface  and 
save  all. 

Mr.  Farewell — Old  chum. 

Miss  Snyder — Ever  sharp. 

Miss  Holland — Old  dutch  —  chases 
dirt. 

Lily — It  is  99  44-100  per  cent  pure. 
Miss  Ingle — Bon  ami  hasn't  scratch- 
ed yet. 

Mrs.  Jefferies — Guaranteed  a  more 
restful  sleep. 

Miss  Widdup — Colour  fast  in  the 
rain. 

Miss  Merchant — Often  a  bridesmaid, 
never  a  bride. 

Miss  Mitchell— Eating  for  healtli. 

Miss  Ketcheson — Kills  pain. 

Miss  Copeland — Keep  that  school 
girl  complexion. 

Miss  Scott — Do  you  know  how  to  use 
powder  etfectively  ? 

Miss  Everson — Thin  as  tissue,  smooth 
as  silk,  sweet  as  honey. 

Miss  Spence — Stewart  shock  absorb- 
ers. 

Mr.  Green — A  picture  no  artist  can 
paint. 

Miss  Oak — Take  a  hmich  and  eat  with 
the  bunch. 

Miss  Cordingly — In  your  trousseau! 

Mr.  Slater— What  kind  of  shingle 
looks  best  on  your  home? 

Mr.  Atkinson — Try  this  over  on  your 
piano. 

Miss  Klombies — His  master's  voice. 
Miss  Meath — Ever  ready? 


Miss  C. — March  was  a  good  month 
for  Roman  nuitals. 

Torchy— Yes,  that  is  a  slushy 
month. 


K.  McK.— Wheii  Pa  marries  it's 
"patrimony." 

Aud.  Grey — When  Ma  marries  it's 
"  matriinoTiy." 

Billie — And  when  they  both  marry 
its  "al-mony." 


"JM  Too  V&i^  por  Me,  -  5i^e$i  Verna 
Q&sW,  blUck  mTKe  Tau<i: 

Spike — May  I  have  the  next  dance' 
Bumiy — Sure  !  I  don't  want  it ! 


Dear  Miss  Editor: 
Why  is  it  that 
just  as  I'm  trying  to 
grab  forty  winks  before 
starting  in  on  a  hard 
day's  work  that 

the         ?  !  !  old  push 

train  has  to 

snort  and  sneeze 

and  howl  and  yell 

and  ci'uneh  and  squeeze 

and  bang  its  bell. 

And  grunt  and  groan 

And  biff  and  bang 

and  squeak  and  move 

and  cling  and  clang 

and  boon  and  crash 

and  scream  and  squawk 

and  shriek  and  smash 

And  rear  and  balk 

and  make  me  jump  about 

forty  feet  because  I 

think  its  first  I'm  hearing? 

— Verys  Leepy. 


Ruby  S. — How  long  did  it  take  you 
to  learn  to  skate? 

Miss  Rugg — Oh,  about  a  dozen  sit- 
tings ! 


Farjc  One  Hnndicd  Twenty-Eight 


Miss  Ketcheson  explained  in  home 
nursing  class  that  an  epidemic  was 
"something  that  spreads." 

Miss  K. — Now,  Vera,  give  me  an  ex- 
ample of  an  epidemic. 

Vera — Jam,  Miss  Ketcheson. 


Torchy — What's  the  best  commercial 
language  ? 

Isobel  Wilson  (disgustedly) — Yankee! 


Sneei  Music" 


Mr.  F.  (in  S.C.M.  Executive  meeting) 
— Will  you  let  me  go  and  get  that  let 
ter? 

Gribby — Will  you  forget  to  come  back? 


Reincarnation  of  Our  Faculty. 

Miss  Ball — Woman  in  the  shoe  who 
had  so  many  seniors  she  didn't  know 
what  to  do. 

Miss  Cordingly — Alice  of  Wonderland 

Miss  Coburn  — Horace's  fair-haired 
and  laughing  Lalagan. 

Miss  Everson — Sarah  Bernhardt. 

Mr.  Farewell — Townshend  an  ideal- 
ist about  turnips. 

Mrs.  Jefferies — Laura  Secord. 

Miss  Klombies — Little  Dorrit. 

Miss  Maxwell — Feminine  of  Shakes- 
peare. 

Miss  Merchant — Jenny  Lind. 

Miss  Meath— Elaine  the  Lily  Maid  of 
Astralot. 

Miss  Mitchell — Fatima. 

Miss  Oke — ^Aunt  Jemima,  with  her 
pancakes. 

Miss  Snyder — Mercury. 

Miss  Ingle — Athena,  patron  of  art. 

Miss  Widdup — Juliet. 

Miss  Spence — Diana. 

Miss  Scott — The  fleet-footed  Atlanta. 


It  has  been  heard  from  a  reliable 
source  that  the  very  first  book  Miss 
Cordingly  got  from  the  library  this 
year  was  "Single  Blessedness"  and 
' '  Other  Observations. ' ' 


Ikey — If  you  don't  quit  looking  in 
that  mirror  you'll  get  conceited. 

Mary  McL. — Don't  worry,  I  don't 
think  I'm  half  as  good  looking  as  I 
really  am. 


Mr.  F.  (going  over  the  toast  lists)  — 
After  the  toast  to  the  country  you  sing 
0  Canada,  and  after  the  Faculty,  0 
there  is  nothing  there. 


Miss  Spence,  at  Faculty  table — Phone 
call?    Oh  boy! 

Miss  Copeland — Don't  you  know  you 
are  sweaxing,  Miss  'Spence  ? 


Grace — 'What's  your  favourite  ani- 
mal, Spike? 
Spike — Bunny. 


We  hear  Miss  Oaks  is  getting  so  thin 
playing  Hide  and  Go  Seek  with  the 
Senior  Domestics  she  can  even  hide  be- 
hind an  engaged  sign. 


Anne  S. — I  was  so  confused  I  don't 
know  how  many  times  he  kissed  me. 

B. — What!  With  the  thing  going  on 
right  under  your  nose! 


Ev. — Did  you  go  to  Gym? 
Marj. — ^No,  I  couldn't  find  him! 


Norah — ^You  saved  my  life  when  you 
changed  the  time  of  that  exam ! 

Miss  Cordingly — Indeed!  I'm  glad  it 
could  be  arranged  that  way! 


Helen  S.  (at  a  formal  concert) — Isn't 
that  dress  becoming? 

Isobel  B. — Yeh!  it  must  be  coming — 
it  certainly  isn't  here  yet! 


Grace  Moodie — Tell  me  !  would  you 
love  me,  even  though  I  were  ugly? 
Rhoda — You  know  I  do ! 
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Maude — What  is  your  ideal  husband? 
Sis. — One  who  lets  me  have  the  last 
word  in  clothes  and  in  conversation. — 
Life. 


"Who,"  asked  Mr.  Farewell,  "was 
the  mother  of  the  great  Scottish  hero, 
Robert  Bruce?" 

Kay — "Mrs.  Bruce,  sir." 


Velma — "Why  have  you  put  two  hot 
water  bottles  in  my  bed,  Dorothy?" 

Dorothy — "Well,  you  see,  Vel.,  one  of 
them  was  leaking  and  I  didn't  know 
Avhich,  so  I  put  both  in  to  make  sure." 


Mrs.  Youngbride  (to  fish  peddler)  — 
"Have  you  any  lobsters  that  are  riper? 
These  look  so  green." 


Teacher — "Billy,  can  you  tell  me  the 
difference  between  caution,  and  coward- 
ice?" 

Billy — "Yes  ma'am.  When  you  are 
afraid  yourself  that  is  caution,  but  when 
the  other  fellow's  afraid  that  coward- 
ice. 


Miss  Spence — Who  made  that  noise? 
Jeriy — I  did.    I  was  laughing  up  my 
sleeve,  but  there  was  a  hole  in  the  elbow ! 


We,  the  undersigned,  having  carefully 
made  experiment,  have  found  out  and 
do  hereby  certify  in  all  trustfulness  that 
it  has  been  proved : 

No!  the  Spearmint  does  NOT 
lose  its  flavour  on  the  bed-post 
over-night ! 
Signatures : 
"Pitty"  "Watson" 
"Bobbie"  "Ott." 


Jean  A. — May  I  hold  your  hand? 

Pauline  B. — Of  course  not.  This  isn't 
palm  Sunday. 

Jean — Well,  it  isn't  independence  day 
either ! 


Violet — But  don't  you  find  that  horse- 
back riding  gives  you  a  headache? 

Madeline — Emphatically  no!  just  the 
reverse  I 


Conversation  in  Odium's. 

Watson — Gimme  a  tablet ! 
Clerk— What  kind  of  a  tablet? 
Watson — A  yellow  one. 
Clerk — But  what's  the  matter 
you? 

Watson — I  want  to  write  home. 


with 


Grace  Moodie  has  been  doing  a  great 
deal  of  work  in  her  room  lately. ' '  Howe ' ' 
come? 


Marie  (after  fourth  in  bed) — "The 
The  light's  crooked. 

Helen — It  isn't  if  you  look  at  it 
straight ! 


Audrey — Don't  let  everyone  know 
who  raided  the  kitchen. 

Jean — No,  I've  told  every  one  not  to 
tell! 


Betty  W.  (in  Art  Needlework)  — Who 
do  you  want  for  May  Queen. 

Helen  Parry — ^Would  you  like  me  to 
leave  ? 


Mary — What  did  you  do  in  gym  to- 
day? 

Norah  (flushed  and  disheleved)  — 
Everything  except  commit  suicide. 


Marie  Ott — ^What  time  is  the  Senior 
dinner.    Half  past  six? 

Bobbie — No,  six-thirty. 

Miss  Cordingly — Why  Marie,  you 
would  have  gone  at  the  wrong  time. 


Miss  Ball  (to  Ikey) — I  have  had  you 
on  my  mind  quite  a  bit  lately,  Isobel ! 
Ikey — Pretty  heavy  load. 


C.  L.  Ballantine 

Hairdresser 

and 

Beauty  Culture 

20  KING  ST.  E. 

Hamilton       -  Ont. 
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Middies  and  Things  for 


Sports  Wear 


IMPORTANT  parts  of  a  college 
girl's  wardrobe — smart  middies 
that  bear  a  "Paul  Jones"  label 
— just  the  right  sort  of  bloomers 
and  skirts  to  assure  a  trim  look- 
ing basketball  team — ^tank  suites 
of  the  approved  type  and  sweaters 
for  skating  or  to  slip  on  for  a  run 
about  the  grounds. 

PAUL  JONES  MIDDIES 

Known  far  and  wide  for  the 
excellence  of  their  materials 
and  the  correctness  of  their  cut. 
They  are  of  white  jean  with  collar 
and  cuffs  of  white,  navy  or  copen 
blue,  long  sleeves.  Sizes  6  to  14 
vears  and  34  to  42  in  the  group. 
Price  $3.95. 

AND  SERGE  BLOOMERS 

To  wear  with  them  or  with  mid- 
dies are  extra  large,  pleated  to 
the  knee,  with  .a  buttoned  waist- 
band and  elastic  knee.  Sizes  14 
to  20  years.  Price  $3.50.  Larger 
sizes  $3.95. 

A  GYMNASIUM  SKIRT 
Is  another  item  on  the  list.  A  very 
good  skirt  with  extra  fulness  spec- 
ially designed  for  gym  work  is  of 
navy  blue  serge,  side  pleated,  in 
sizes  22  to  27,  waist  and  lengths 
to  match  22  to  26  inches.  Price 
$3.95. 

i?he  same  type  of  skirt  .attached 
to  a  white  cotton  camisole  top  for 
wearing  with  middies  and  in  sizes 
6  to  14  is  also  priced  at  $3.95. 

A  TANK  SUIT 


In  grey  cotton, 
white  trimming. 
Price.  $1.50. 


regulation  style. 
Sizes  34  to  44. 


SKIRT  $3.95 

MIDDY  $3.95 


A  HEAVY  WOOL  SWEATER 
That  is  easy  to  slip  on  in  a  hurry  and  is  warm  and  good  looking,  is  in 
button  front  stifle  with  a  roll  collar  and  pockets.    The  colors  are  par- 
ticularly attractive  navy  blue,  brown,  scarlet,  buff,  mauve,  pui-ple, 
black  and  grey.    Sizes  36  to  44  in  group.   Price  $3.95. 

Should  you  not  be  able  to  come  to  the  store  yourself,  a  letter  to  the 
Shopping  Service  will  receive  the  attention  of  the  shopper  who  looks 

after  these  things 

^"T.  EATON  C<J,»,T„ 

TORONTO  CANADA 
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The  very  best  Meats 
Inspected  by  Govern- 
ment Inspectors  and 
cured  and  prepared  by 

The  SWIFT  CANADIAN  Co. 

TORONTO  LIMITED 


JOSEPH  MUEPHT  B.  C.  HAMILTON 

K.  W.  LOVE  J.  M.  BASCOM 


Murphy,  Love,  Hamilton  and  Bascom 

INSURANCE  BROKERS 


General  Agents  for  Ontario — 

New  York  Underwriters  Agency 
Springfield  Fire  &  Marine  Ins.  Co, 

of  Springfield,  Mass 

Toronto  Agents — 

GERMHM  AMERieAM  HVSURfllVeE  COMPaiVY 
of  New  York. 

16  Wellington  Street  East  Toronto,  Canada 
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CHOCOLATE  BARS 


Are  the  Handy  Candy 
Easy  to  Buy 
Easy  to  Carry 
Easy  to  Eat 

BIGGEST  VALUE  FOR  YOUR  MONEY 
A  VARIETY  TO  PLEASE  EVERY  TASTE 


GE  BA] 


VIRGINIA 

PEANUT  BAR 


MOVIE-  LANDbar 


TRY  ONE  OF  THESE  TO-DAY 
There  are  Forty  Delightful  Kinds 
Insist  on 
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Here's  a  new  book  which  will  be  particulary 
helpful  in  your  English  Classes 


Our  Canadian  Literature 


This  is  a  new  anthology  intended  to  fill  a  place  heretofore  unoccupied, 
in  the  Canadian  field.  The  verse  section  has  been  edited  by  Dr.  A.  D. 
Watson,  whose  acquaintance  with  Canadian  poets  and  poetry  is  perhaps 
unsurpassed.  The  selection  of  prose  has  been  made  by  Dr.  Lorne  Pierce. 
The  purposes  of  the  book,  as  suggested  by  its  title,  is  to  give  for  school 
use  and  for  the  private  library,  a  really  worth-while  presentation  of 
Canadian  writers.    300  pages,  pocket  size.    Cloth  $1.00. 


REPRESENTATIVE  PROSE  AND  VERSE 


The  Ryerson  Press 


Publishers 


Toronto 


DRINK 


and 


Kolona" 


Always  in  Sealed  Packages 


EBY  -  BLAIN,  LIMITED 


Wholesale  Groceries 


TORONTO 
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Jeane  Duncan  Yarn  Shoppe 

235  YONGE  ST.,  TORONTO 

Specializing  in 

Hand  Knitted  Garments  of  Distinction 
Monarch  Yarns,  Monarch  Knit  Hosiery 

''Two  Steeples"  Hosiery — Fownes  English  Woollen  Gloves 

INSTRUCTIONS  FREE 

in  all  descriptions  of  hand-knitting,  by  Miss  Jeane  Duncan 


QUEEN'S 
Top  Draft  Stove 


MEYER  BROS. 

94  Queen  St.  E. 
Toronto 


lowers 


587  Yonge  St. 

Arcade 

Main  1794-5  Toronto,  Ont. 


O.L.C.  STUDENTS! 

Patronize  the  Advertisers 
in  Vox  CoHegii 


OFFICE  OF  THE 
Canadian  Pacific  Railway 

and  Ocean  Tickets;   C.  P.  Ey. ;  Tele- 
graph; also  agent  for  all  Ocean  Lines. 
Canadian  National  Railway  Telegraph. 

E.  R.  BLOW 

Telephone  9  Agent,  Whitby,  Ont. 
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HE  huge  pro-  Cadillac 

duction  and 


immense  pur" 
chasing    power     o  f 

General    Motors    of  L  1  i. 

r^r^.A.    I  •       1  L^hevrolet 

v^anada,  Limited 
makes  it  possible  to 
sell  Canadian  built 
motor  cars  at  prices 

which  are  consider-  ]\4cLaUglllin- 
ably    lower  than  q    •  i 

would  be   the   case  DUICK 
were  each  "  Product 
of  General  Motors'* 
made  by  an  individ- 
ual organization.  O  a  k  1  and 


Oldsmobile 

GENERAL 

MOTORS       G.M.C  Trucks 

of    Canada,  Limited 

OSHAWA  -  ONTARIO  ^ 


Page  One  Hundred  Thirty-Six 


LUis  oros. 

Coles 

Limited 

Limited 

The  Gift  Shop  of 

CATERERS  and 

i  orotito 

MANUFACTURING 

CONFECTIONERS 

96-98  Yonge  St., 

Out  of  Town  Orders  Given 

For  more  than  three  genera- 

Prompt Attention 

tions  the  name  "  Ellis  "  has 
stood  for  reliability,  quality, 
and  service  in  the  jewelry  trade 

Phone  long  distance  North  1 54 

of  Canada. 

779  Yonge  St. 

School  and  Class  Pins,  Medals, 
Shields  and  Trophies 

Send  for  our  Free  Gift  Book 

TORONTO 

The  Nordheimer  Piano 

83  Years  the  Leader 


For  three  generations  the  Nord- 
heimer has  sung  its  way  into 
the  hearts  of  a  host  of  Canad- 
ian music-lovers. 

For  elegance  of  case  and  de- 
sign, unvarying  quality,  beau- 
ty of  tone  and  responsiveness 
to  touch  the  Nordheimer  is  un- 
equalled. 

Nordheimer  Piano  &  Music  Company,  Limited 

220  Yonge  Street,  Toronto 

Canadian  Representatives  for  Steinway  &  Sons  and  the  Duo-Art 

Reproducing  Piano. 
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Our  Ice  Cream  Creations 

Are  popular  with  particular  people.  The  new 
'*Fresh  Fruit"  Brick  is  a  Party  Dessert  Superfine 

Ask  for  it  when  you  go  to  Town. 
CITY  DAIRY  -  -  TORONTO 

Agencies  All  Over  Agencies  All  Over 


Medals,  Cups,  Prizes 

for  every  event  of  a  competitive  nature 

Class  and  Fraternity  Pins  a  Feature 


James  D.  Bailey  &  Co. 

13  Yonge  St.  Arcade,  Toronto 


Robertson's 
Chocolate  Bars 

are  made  in  a  great  many  delightful  varieties  from  the 
purest  materials  obtainable 


MADE    IN  CANADA 


Rob  ertson's       -       Toronto,  Canada 
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Thomas  Lees 

Jeweler 
Established  63  years 


HAMILTON 


ANDREW  M.  ROSS 

GOOD  ASSORTMENT  OF  STAPLES 
AND  FANCY  DRY  GOODS 


Whitby,  Ont. 


B,  B.  BEATON,  D.D.S. 

OFFICE  HOURS  : 
9.00  to  12.00  a  ni.  and  1.00  to  5.30  p.m. 
Whitby,  Ont. 


Special  Notice  to  the 
Friends  and  Students 
of  Ontario  Ladies' 
College 

Quiet  and  restful  sleep  is 
not  only  desirable  but  can 
be  most  easily  secured  by 
using  a  mattress  made  and 
guarante?d  by 


Canadian  Feather 
and  Mattress 
Company 
of  Toronto 


From  the 
Four  Corners 
of  the  Globe 


Leather  from  London, 
handbags  from  Paris, 
rubies  from  Burmah  — 
how  many  f  a  r-o  fl 
places  must  be  visited 
to  collect  all  these  with- 
in four  v/alls ! 

The .  trim  red-roofed 
villages  of  Holland,  the 
smoky  English  mid- 
lands, the  diamond 
mines  of  South  Africa, 
have  all  contributed  to 
this  display. 

Garnered  from  the  five 
continents,  the  newest 
and  best  of  the  world's 
m_erchandise  awaits 
your  inspection  at 
Ryrie's. 


RYRIE  BROS. 

Limited 

Diamond  Merchants 
Goldsmiths 
Silversmiths 

134-136-138  Yonge  Street 
TORONTO 
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Now  About 
Furniture 

This  question  may  not  bother  you  very  much 
right  now,  but  you  never  know  how  soon  it 
will.  In  the  meantime  say  to  the  folks  at  home 
and  your  friends,  that  the  best  place  to  buy 
furniture  is  at 

The  Dale  Furniture  Co.,  Ltd. 

3041/2-310  YONGE  ST.,  TORONTO 


Embossed  Notepaper 

If  you  would  see  the  most  beautiful  and  exclusive  lines  of 
fine  notepaper,  send  for  our  portfolio  of  samples. 

We  are  manufacturers  and  wholesale  importers  of  school 
stationery  supplies  of  every  description. 

Exercise  Books  Scribblers  Drawing  Books 

Exam  Books  Writing  Tablets  Foolscaps 

Mathematical  Ex.  Books  and  Instruments 

School  Wholesale  Division 

United  Typewriter  Co.,  Limited 

135  Victoria  Street,  -         -         -  TORONTO 
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SIMPSON'S 


June  Frocks!  Exquisitely  dainty  creations  that  tune  their  fine  textured 
fabrics,  their  gossamer  chiffons  and  frothy  laces  to  nature's  color  symphony 
Ready  for  every  passing  mood  of  a  Summer's  day  are  the  Summer  frocks 
at  Simpson's.    Many  of  the  French  importations  are  priced  as  low  as  $5.95. 

Rfe  Simpson  W"/ 
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d.LC.  STUDENTS! 

Patronize  the  Advertisers 
in  Vox  Collegii 


The  Sterling  Coffee 
Co.,  Limited 

TORONTO 

Wholesale  Roasters  and  Blend- 
ers of  High-Grade  COFFEES 


The  Language  of  Love  and 
Friendship 

THOS.  B.  JONES 

Phone  224 


Kent's  Limited 

Diamond  Merchants 

144  Yonge  Street 
TORONTO 

Phones:  Main  142,  143 


Ye  Olde  Firme 

Established  1850—73  yrs. 

In  the  leading  conserva- 
tories and  colleges  in  all 
parts  of  Canada  the 

Heintzman 

and  Co. 

Piano 

is  in  i;sc  because  of  its 
exceptional  qualities  ad- 
mired everywhere  where 
good  taste  and  discrimin- 
ation prevail. 

Heintzman  Hall 
193-iy7  Yonge  St. 

TORONTO 
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MIDDIES 
DRESSES 

For  School  &  College 

ATHLETIC 
BLOOMERS  and 
SKIRTS 

KHAKI 
HIKING  OUTFITS 


Crests  designed  for  Colleges  and  Schools  in  Fast  Colors 

Nautical  Togs  Limited  - 


93-99  Spadina  Ave. 

TORONTO         -  ONT. 


Cool  and  Comfortable 
SUMMER  STYLES 


Manufactured  by  The 


Kaufman  Rubber  Go,  Ltd. 

Makers  ef  "  Superior  Quality  Life-Buoy  Footwear  " 


A  COUPLE  OF  LEADERS 
PANAMA  SUNLITE 


If  Quality  is  a  Consideration  Ask  for  Life-Buoys 
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Always  Ask  For 

CANADA  BREAD 


"  The  Quality    Goes  In 
Before  the  Name 
Goes  On 

CANADA  BREAD    CO.,  LIMITED 

Toronto       Montreal       Ottawa  Winnipeg 
Hamilton 


When  you  give  your  friends  a  portrait 
of  yourself  taken  by 

FREELAND 

The  Photographer 

338    Yonge   Street,  Toronto 

You  may  rest  assured  that  it  will 
be  appreciated 
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Copp's  Fine  Linen 
Copp's  Kid  Finish 

CORRESPONDENCE  PAPER 

The   Superior  Qualities  of  these 
Papers  are  unexcelled  in  Canada 
to-day.    In  following  size: 

Salisbury       Conventional  size 
Regina          Note  size 
Louvain  Oblong 
Club             Gentleman's  size 

also 

Correspondence  Cards 
Visiting  Cards 

Ask  your  Stationer  to  show  you 
Copp's  Fine  Linen  and  Kid 
Finish 

The  COPP  CLARK  CO. 

Limited 

TORONTO          -  CANADA 

"CAMBRIDGE" 

Artists  Colors 

A  Permanent  Palette    of  Tested 
Pigments.    52  shades  in  list.  All 
permanent.    All  can  be  mixed  with 
absolute  safety  to  the  combination. 
All  are  of  purest  quality. 

Used  by  leading  artists  of  Great 
Britain  and  America.    If  they  can- 
not be  procured  at  your  dealer's, 
write  us  direct. 

11171  l„         1           *  J 

Wholesale  Agents 

Artists'  Supply  Co. 

Limited 
77  YORK  ST.     -  TORONTO 

Cassidy  s  Limited 

TORONTO 

Exclusive  Selling  Agents  in 

Canada  for 
ROYAL  CROWN  DERBY 
CHINA 
COPELAND'S  SPODE 
CHINA 
ELITE  LIMOGES  CHINA 
BACCARAT  GLASSWARE 
ELKINGTON    PLATE  AND 
STERLING  SILVERWARE 

Cassidy's  Limited 

TORONTO 

Vancouver  Montreal 
Winnipeg 

S  M  P  Enameled 
Cooking  Utensils 

VquautyV 

\</ 

PEARL  WARE 

Two  coats  pearly  grey  enamel,  inside  and  out 

DIAMOND  WARE 

Three  coats  light  blue  and  white  outside, 
white  lining 

CRYSTAL  WARE 

Three  coats  pure  white,  inside  and  out,  with 
Royal  Blue  edging 

^^Sheet  Metal  Products  co  °um1VTd* 

MONTREAL    TORONTO  WINNIPEG 
EDMONTON     VANCOUVER  CALGARY 
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Spruce  Villa 

Kingston  Road,  West  of  Whitby 

Luncheon  served  any  hour. 
Whitby  Camping  Grounds 
Evening  Supper 
Home  Cooking 

Special  attention  to  motor  parties.  Ac- 
commodation over  night.    Weeli  ends  or 
by  week. 

Mrs.  R.  H.  Weddel,  Prop. 

Phone,  Bell  114                 Whitby  P.O. 

E.  W.  SISSON,  D.D.S.,  L.D.S. 

I         Bell  Phone  294 

OFMCE  OVER  ALLIN'S  DRUG  STORE 
Hours— 9.00  to  12.00  a.m.,  1  to  5  30  p.m. 

Novelties,  Needlev^ork,  Notions, 
etc.,  call  at 

MISS  M.  GODFREY 
Whitby,  Ont. 

C.  A.  Goodfellow  &  Son 

Printers  and  Publishers 

WHITBY     -  ONTARIO 

PUBLISHERS  OF 

The  Whitby  Gazette  and  Chronicle 

PRINTERS  OF 

Vox  Collegii          McMaster  Monthly 
Trade  Journals 

and  other  periodicals 

GEO.  M.  RICE 

Sporting  Goods  and  Hardware 

AT  LOWEST  PRICES 
WHITBY  ONT. 

W.  G.  WALTERS 
Retail  Dry  Goods 

WHITBY  ONT. 

Next  door  to  Saandard  Bank 

Whitby  Fashion  Shoppe 

Carries  the  latest  in  Dresses 
Coats  and  Hats 

SAMUEL  SCHWARTZ 

C.  F.  McGillivray,  M.B., 

PHYSICIAN  and 
SURGEON 

GREEN  STREET           -  WHITBY 

D.  MATHISON 
Fancy  Chocolates  and  Ice  Cream 

WHITBY,  ONT. 

Thos.  B.  Jones 

Florist 

Whitby          -          -  Ontario 
Phone  224 
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ROSS  BROS 

South  Ontario's  Leading  Dry 
Goods  and  Furnishing 
Emporium 

Grand  Trunk  Railway  System 

Canadian  National  Railways 

Purchase  one  way  and  return  tickets  to  and 
from  all  points  from 

J.  D.  FLUKER 

Uptown  Ticket  Agent                 Phone  36 

E.  M.  BROWN 

Fancy  Goods  and 
Stationery 
Brock  St.        -  .  Whitby 

FRED  D.  MAUNDRELL 
for 

All  Kinds  of  Shelf  and  Heavy 
Hardware 

For  the  Newest  in  Footwear 

PEEL'S  SHOE  STORE 

Phone  151                               Brock  St.  South 

A.  H.  ALLIN. 

Chemist  and  Druggist 

Perfumes,  Tooth  Brushes  and  Toilet  Articles. 

J.  M.  HICKS 
Jeweler 

College  Pins,  Souvenir  Spoons 
TriT>c'+  nlaoQ  AATfltpli  anri  .Tpwelrv 
Eepairers 

S.  F.  MURDOCH 
Confectioner 

Phone  230  Whitby 

WHITBY,  ONT. 
Films  Developed  and  Printed 

NICHOLSON  &  SELDON 
Furniture  Dealers. 

PICTURE  FRAMING  A  SPECIALTY. 

A.  T.  Lawler 

GROCER 

New  Nuts,  Table  Raisins,  Figs,  Choice 
Confectionery, 
Foreign  and  Domestic  Fruits. 

Odlarp's  Dru§  Store 

Specializes  in 
CHOCOLATES   OF  QUALITY 
(Bulk  and  Packet) 

McINTYRE'S  HARDWARE 

Next  to  Post  Office. 
EVERYTHING  IN  HARDWARE 

M.  W.  Collins'  Cash  Shoe  Store 

Neatest  Repairing  in  Town 

Dealers  in  Finest  Grades  of  Footwear 

College  Footwear  a  Specialty 

T.  G.  WHITFIELD 

Drug  and  Stationery  Store 
Whitby,  Ont. 

Mlbb  DAVEY 

MILLINER 
Dundas  Street          -           »  Whitby 

JOSEPH   HEARD   &  SONS 

Bus  Line  to  all  Trains, 
Liveries  and  Motor  Cars 
at  reasonable  rates. 

W.   K.  COOKE 

Groceries  and  Provisions 

PHONE  21                              WHITBY.  ONT. 
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Candies 

are  given  preferment  by  those  who  love  perfection 

in  everything 

Ward  &  Dewland 

Dry  Goods  and  Women's 
and  Misses'  Ready- 
to-Wear 

Dependable  Merchandise  Courteous 
Service       Prices  that  meet  all  Competition 

OSHAWA  AND  WHITBY 

COMPLIMENTS 

of 

Hamilton       -  Ont. 
A.  E.  CARTER,  Mgr. 

Serve  Ideal 
at  livery 
Meal 

IDEAL  BREAD 

COMPANY,  LIMITED 
TORONTO  &  HAMILTON 

Head  Office  at  Toronto 

Chocolates 

have     a    way  of 
making  friends  and 
keeping  friends 
— all  their 
own 

In  Whitby  at 
T.  G.  WHITFIELD'S 
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Victoria  (Tollege 

in  the 

UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO 

Founded  by  Royal  Charter  in  1836  "for  the  general  education 
of  youth  in  the  various  branches  of  Literature 
and  Science  on  Christian  principles." 

As  one  of  the  federated  Colleges  in  the  Faculty  of 
Arts  of  the  University  of  Toronto,  Victoria  College 
enrolls  students  in  all  courses  leading  to  the  degree  of 
Bachelor  of  Arts^  Commerce  and  Household  Science, 
and  preparatory  to  admission  to  the  Schools  of  Grad- 
uate Studies,  Divinity,  Education,  Law  and  Medicine. 

REV.  R.  P.  BOWLES,  M.A.,  D.D.,  LL.D.         C.  E.  AUGER,  B.A., 

President  Registrar 

Phone  For  Appointment 
Main  3793        93  YO'NGE  ST. 
TORONTO 

PEBMANENT  WAVE 
SPECIALISTS 

Makers  of  all  Hair  Goods 
Massaging — Hair  Coloring 

COMPLIMENTS 

of 

Levinson's 

Shoe  store 
HAMILTON  ONT. 

When  in  Oshawa  Visit 

The  Home  of  Quality  Home-Made 
Chocolates  and  Ice  Cream 

W.  R.  ALCHIN,  Prop. 

26  SIMCOE  ST.  S.,  OSHAWA 

Phone  379 

(Toats  Suits 

"Store  of  Value" 
7  SIMCOE  ST.    S..  OSHAWA 

Phone  1173 
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To  set  up  a 
world's  record 
every  year  for 
18  years  ought  to 
be  proof  enough  for 
anyone  that  the 
Underwood  is  the 
best  typewriter  — 
that  it  does  most  of 
the  best  work  at  the 
least  cost. 

UNITED 

Typewriter  Co. 

Limited 

-  in  -  TORONTO  -  at  - 
135  Victoria  Street 

And  in  all  other  Canadian 
Cities 


Robert  J.  Lloyd 

and  Company 

Fine  Cake  Bakers 
Aur  Specialties — Catering  and 
Wedding  Cakes 

44  King  Street  West 
HAMILTON,  ONT. 
Phone  Reg.  5880 

The  N.  M.  Squires 

Company 

31  FRONT  ST.  E,  TORONTO 

Importers  and  Blender« 
Teas,  Coff'ees,  Cocoas 

James  A.  Cook 

and  Son 

LiMITKD 

Social  cO  Commercial  Stationers 
Engraving  and  Embossing 

42  YONGE  ST.,  TORONTO 

Tennis  Rackets  and  Balls 
Golf  Club  Bags  and  Balls 
Specialists  in  Ladies'  • 
Knickers 

Tennis  and  Golf  Repairs 

DIXON  SPORTING  GOODS 

Company 

156  King  St.  E.,  Hamilton 

The  world's  record  for  speed  and  accuracy  is 
now  147  nef,  words  a  miniiic  for  one  hour's 
writing. 

The  winner  struck  45,600  keys.    His  percent- 
age of  error  ivas  6-100  of  one  per  cent.  No 
error  was  attributable  to  the  machine. 
No  typewriter  except  the  Underwood  has  ever 
icon  tlie  championship  of  the  world. 
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Nerlich  &  Co. 

Importers  and  W holesale 
Dealers 


Fancy    Goods,  Toys,  Dolls,  China 
and  Glassware,  Electric  Fixtures 
Druggists'  and  Tobacconists' 
Sundries,  Staples  and 
Smallwares 


146-148  Front  St.  W.,  Toronto 


F.K.  Prouse  Company 


jFlorUts 


Phone  ; 
Randolph  8639 


7  BLOOR  STREET  W. 

At  Bloor  andYonge 
TORONTO 


Class  Pins  of 
Charm  and 
Brilliancy 


Are  Designed  and 
Made  by 


TROPHY-CRAFT 

LIMITED 

10  KING  ST.  EAST 

SEND    FOR  CATALOGUE 
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Sweaters,  etc. 

In  O.L.C.  Colors 


Sweaters  in  "V"  or 

Roll  Neck  $5.00  each 
Sweaters  with  Shawl 


Collar 
Toques  .  . 
Sashes  .  . 
Stockings 
Gloves  .  . 


.$6.00  each 
.  $1.00  each 
.  .  $1.25  each 

..$2.25  pr. 
...$1.75  pr. 


Our  new  Winter  Sports 
Catalogue  No.  94  lists 
complete  equipment  for 
skiing,  skating,  snow- 
shoeing,  tobogganing, 
indoor  athletics,  etc. 
Send  for  your  copy. 


The  Harold  A.  Wilson 

Company,  Limited 
297-299  Yon^e  Street,  Toronto 


For  years  we  have  served  the  most 
discriminating  people  with  our 
products.    Our  Ice  Cream 
Creations  are  made 
for  the  most 
exacting 
tastes 
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